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"That's  what  I  do  —  and  my  digestion 

goes  along  O.K.,"  says  Glenn  Hardin, 

world's  champion  hurdler 


"I'M  A  GREAT  BELIEVER  in  the  way  Camels  help 
to  ease  strain  and  tension,"  says  Glenn,  one  of 
America's  great  athletes.  "It's  no  wonder  Camels 
are  the  favorite  cigarette  of  athletes.  Take  my  own 
case.  It  wouldn't  do  me  much  good  to  eat  and 
not  digest  properly.  So  I  smoke  Camels  with  my 
meals  and  after.  Camels  give  me  an  invigorating 
'lift.'  And  you'll  notice,  the  same  as  I  do, 
that  Camels  don't  get  on  your  nerves."  Camels 
set  you  right!  Choose  Camels  for  steady  smoking. 


A  feeling  of  well-being  comes  after  a  good 
meal. ..and  plenty  of  Camels 

FOR  that  luxurious  feeling  of  ease  so  worth-while  at  meal- 
time—light up  a  Camel.  Fatigue  and  irritability  begin  to 
fiide  away.  The  flow  of  digestive  fluids — alkaline  digestive 
fluids  —  speeds  up.  You  get  in  the  right  mood  to  enjoy  eat- 
ing. Camels  at  mealtime  and  afterwards  help  to  keep  diges- 
tion on  its  proper  course.  You'll  welcome  Camels  between 
meals   too!  They   are  milder  — better  for  steady  smoking. 


COSTLIER 
TOBACCOS 

Camels  are  made  from  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
—  Turkish  and  Domestic... 
than  any  other  popular  brand 


[AMCj 


K 


TURKISH  &  DOMESTIC    t 
Ft  LEWD  i 


CKiARF.TTES 


^■4% 


CoiiyriKht.  19:J7.  H.  .1.  It.'ytK.l.ln  Tolmi-fo  C-munny.  Wiriston-S.ilt'm.  North  Carolir 


MRS.  ANTHONY  J.  DREXEL 
3rd,  of  the  famous  Phila- 
Jclphia  family,  has  won 
international  recognition 
for  her  charm  and  grace 
as  a  hostess.  "Camels  are 
a  bright  spot  in  my  enter- 
taining," she  says.  "I  think 
a  meal  is  not  complete 
without  them.  And  Camels 
are  so  mild  — so  gentle  on 
my  throat  that  I  smoke 
as  many  as  I  like.  They 
never  get  on  my  nerves." 
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(  Stephenson  Smith 


The  story  goes  that  when  some  of  our  more  capable  gold  braids  fire  a  turret  gun  the  percussion 
is  so  great  that  most  anything  can  happen.  Such  was  the  blast  on  one  noted  occasion  th.it  it  blew  the  trou- 
sers off  our  astounded  hero. 

If  it  is  true  that  our  fair  country  is  running  a  contest  with  itself  to  see  how  much  the  treasury  can 
be  depleted,  we  wonder  whether  several  millions  might  be  spent  to  provide  gold  braided  barrels  for  mishaps 
similar  to  the  one  described. 

It  would,  of  course,  be  necessary  to  place  an  officer  in  charge  of  these  barrels,  to  say  nothing  of 
the   preliminary    designing   of   them   which    could    be  entrusted  to  only  the  artist  bidding  the  highest  price. 

But  think  of  the  glory  of  the  Chief  Petty  Officer  In  charge  of  Barrels.  His  life  would  be  continually 
staid.  Think,  too,  of  the  embarrassment  saved  the  recipients  of  the  compression  effects.  Certainly  someone 
has  overlooked  the  abashed  dignity  of  these  gems  of  the  ocean. 

— Eleanor  Dodgwn,  Editor-in-Chief. 
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ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  .  .  .  "Coronation  Revue" 
.  .  .  Introducing  Henry  King  with  Mario  &  Floria 
.  .  .  and  new  Floor  Show  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $3.00  .  .  . 
Sup  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .  $3.50  and  $3.00 

THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  with  Paul 
Whiteman  .  .  .  $2.00  minimum 
.  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .  $2.50. 

CASINO  PARISIENNE  ...  Lo- 
cated in  the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  . 
Introducing  a  new  show  with  a 
foreign  accent  and  a  modern- 
istic setting  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  $2.00 
to  $3.50. 

SHOWSPOTS 

HARRIS  .  .  .  every  night  at  8:40 
.  .  .  "You  can't  Take  It  With 
You  ...  55c  to  $2.75. 

SELWYN  .  ._  .  Charlotte  Green- 
wood .   .   .  "Leaning  on  Letty" 


With 

Stephenson 

Smith 


CONGRESS  .  .  .  Featuring  Eddie  Duchen  and 
His  Orchestra  .  .  .  $1.50  except  on  Saturday 
night  .  .  .  biggest  hit  this  year. 

BISMARCK  .  .  .  Walnut  Room  .  .  .  Phil  Levant 
and  his  Orchestra  .  .  .  An  entertaining  floor 
show  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $1.50-$2.25. 


Extra  Weekend  Success 

THREE  DEUCES  ...  222  No.  State  .  .  .  "Greatest 
swingers  we've  evaah  hud." 


CLUB  MINUET  ...  943  Rush  Street  ...  $1  din- 
ner de  luxe  ...  no  cover. 

HARRY'S  .  .  .  Sheridan  Road  .  .  .  just  south  of 

Bartell's  .  .  .  "The  real  'With  or  Without'  Ham- 
burgers are  delicious  on  fresh  poppy  seed 
buns." 


KING'S    ARMS 

Evening  Club. 


Northwestern's    Sundav 


3500—5500—606  CLUBS 

lytical,  studious  mind. 


Good  for  the  ana- 


FINAL   PAUSE 


SAN  PEDRO  ...  No  Man's 
Land  .  .  .  quiet,  cozy  atmos- 
phere .  .  .  wonderful  service 
...  the  food  at  Son  Pedro  far 
surpasses  any  fine  meal  you 
have  had  anywhere  .  .  .  most 
popular  dining  spot  for  North- 
western students. 


COOLEY'S    CUPBOARD    .    .    . 

Popular  meeting  places  .  .  .  fine 
colonial  atmosphere  .  .  .  won- 
derful food  .  .  .  Main,  Chicago 
and  Orrington. 
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SEE,-rf«  STEM   tS  CURVED  AND  IKITERTWIWED  IN  AN  lNTi:?ICATE  PATTERN.  STRETCHED 
OUT  STRAIGHT  IT  V/OUUD  MEASURE  TWELVE  AND  A  MALF  FEET    ITS  PURF>OSE 
WAS  TO  COOL.  THE  SMOKE  AND  SAVE  THE  SMOKECS  TONGUE   FROM*BlTE  * 


WELLjVS  CERTAINLY 
THE  LON6  WAV 
AROUND  TO  CCOL 
'BITELESS'  SMOKING 
HERE'S  TME  : 
WAV  I  KNOW- 
PRINCE 

ALeancr 


SWORTEST 


/  you're  lOO^  RIGHT 
I    ALLOFUSSTEADV 
7    PIPE  SMOKERS 
_,^     HAVE  REASON  TO 
'SI     TMANK  PA.- 


~f( 


°-fe' 


^^ 


J^ 


-FIRST  FOR  INTRODUCING  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
'CRIMP  CUT  AND  AGAIN    FOR  DEVELOPING 

BITE'PROCESS 


COME  TO  THINK 


\THE 


MO- 


OF  IT   RA.  STANDS  FOR  THE  PERFECT^ 

TO  WHAT , 
NEEDS 


FRINCE  ALBERT 
MONEY- BACK  GUARANTEE ! 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert. 
If  you  don't  find  it  the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe 
tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the  pocket 
tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us 
at  any  time  within  a  month  from  this  date, 
and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price,  plus 
postage.  (.Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,    Winston- Salem,   North  Carolina. 


PRINCE  ALBERT^ 

IS  SWELL 
.MAKIN'STOO/j 


Copyright,   1937,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


50  piVEf  Ul^ 
OffKA(3^T 


Prince  Albert 

THE    NATIONAL    JOY    SMOKE 
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The  other  night,  while  we  were 
performing  our  ablutions,  a  fresh- 
man from  across  the  hall  also  hap- 
pened to  be  going  through  the 
routine.  Something  seemed  rather 
unusual  about  his  appearance,  and 
upon  closer  inspection,  his  paja- 
mas were  seen  to  be  of  an  exotic 
variety  rarely  seen  in  the  univer- 
sity washrooms.  Aside  from  lack- 
ing some  of  the  usual  buttons, 
etc.,  they  were  made  of  a  pale 
green  silk.  We  questioned  the  lad 
as  to  just  what  the  meaning  of  it 
all  was,  and  he  finally  broke  down 
and  confessed.  "They're  my 
girl's,"  he  said.  "She's  at  Vassar, 
and  I  don't  see  her  much,  so  we 
changed  pajamas  to  have  some  re- 
minder of  each  other  'til  I  see  her 
again." 

—Tiger. 

Teacher:  Now  children,  every 
morning  you  ought  to  take  a  cold 
bath,  and  then  you  ought  to  feel 
rosy  all  over.  Are  there  any  ques- 
tions? 

Boy  in  back  of  room:  Yeah 
teacher,  tell  us  some  more  about 
Rosie. 

— Medley. 

OWED   TO   EXPERIENCE 
With  your  smoothie  last  month  I 
had   a   date. 
It  was  swell 
Sure  I  fell, 
Now  it's  hell. 
At    the    time    I    thought,    "Boy,    I 
guess  I   rate." 
But  he  only  came 
To  use  my  name 
On   his  road  to  fame. 
Ele  said,  "To  me  you're  a  gorget)us 
sight." 
Even  then  I  knew 
That  wasn't  true. 
He  might  say  it  to  you. 
Against  his  chest  he  held  me  tii;ht 


In  repose. 

But  he  knows 

First  I  froze. 
He     whispered,     "I     love     you," 
against   my   cheek 

With  a  sigh. 

How  could  I 

See  his  lie? 
My  resistance  became  exceedingh' 
weak. 

Say  I  this. 

That  first  kiss. 

Was  true  bliss. 
Eons  have  I  waited  for  a  messase 
he'd  send. 

You  will  too. 

You'll  be  blue 

When  he's  through 
This  is  all  I  can  say  at  the  end, 

"Heart — much    pained. 

"Nonchalance — feigned. 

"Experience — gained." 
But  damn  it,  I'd  like  to  get  even! 
—The  Old  Line. 


He.  "I'm  in  favor  of  the  Eng- 
lish mode  of  spelling." 

She:  "Yes?" 

He:  "Yeh;  take  'parlour'  for 
instance.  A  parlor's  no  good  with- 
out 'u'  in  it." 

—Bored   Walk. 


A  hot  spell  story  that  we  liked 
is  about  the  girl  who  went  swim- 
ming in  the  raw  in  a  secluded 
mill  pond.  Along  came  a  little  boy 
who  started  to  tie  knots  in  her 
clothes.  She  flopped  around,  found 
an  old  washtub,  held  it  up  in  front 
of  herself  and  marched  toward 
the  little  boy  saying,  "You  little 
brat,  do  )'ou  know  what  I'm 
thinking?" 

"Sure,"  said  the  little  brat, 
"you  think  that  tub  has  a  bottom 
in   it!" 

— Al   Aekcynniiiii. 


A  little  boy  sat  disconsolately 
on  the  curb  and  sobbed  as  though 
his  heart  were  breaking.  The  kind 
old  lady  stopped  and  asked  sweet- 
ly- 

"Is  a  itta  boy  cwyin'?  tum,  tella 
nice  wassa  matter." 

"If  you  are  inquiring  as  to  the 
cause  of  my  lachrymose  condi- 
tion," he  answered,  looking  up  at 
her  pityingly,  "it  is  because  I  have 
been  unable  to  find  any  suitable 
intelligent  playmate  whose  eugen- 
ic constitutions  are  in  harmony 
with  my  pathological  tendencies 
and  whose  hereditary  affiliations 
meet  with  the  approval  of  my  par- 
ental relations  since  we  moved  to 
r'r's  darn  place  from  Boston." 
— Al  Ackevniami. 


^X  ANTED:    Pleasant    room    in 
private   family  by  young  business 
woman    with   comfortable   heat. 
— Al   Ackerniciiiii. 


■M 


U.  S.  CENSUS 
''  of  Freshmen  who  study  (3%) 
'^  f   of  Freshmen  who  graduate 

(2%) 
%  of  students  with  cars  (40%) 
%  of  students  "engaged"   (40%) 
%  of  students  who  bust  out 

(40%) 
%  of  colds  among  students 

(99.9^;  ) 
'^'    of  exam  days    to    regular    days 

(2^0 
%  of  nights  spent  studying  (2%) 
^f  of  gripe  per  student  (99%) 
''''   of  fraternity  men   (60%) 
9'   of  failures  among  college  grads 

—  (60%) 
"^'r  of  students  who  jeep  (H%) 
%  of  students  crazy   (15%) 
%  of  readers  who  have  arrived  at 

this  point   (1%)    (I  hope). 
— Bison. 
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CAMPUS 
CHARACTER  NO.  8 
A  somber,  solitary  figure  stalks 
toward  the  Daily  Office.  Under 
the  furrowed  brows  and  the 
troubled  countenance  of  our  edi- 
torial writer  chaos  is  reigning.  An 
ominous  voice  chants  through  his 
mind.  "Gotta  write  a  column, 
gotta  undermine  somethin,  gotta 
attack  things,  gotto  reorganize 
things,  bound  to  be  somethin'  I 
can  reorganize."  Frantically  grop- 
ing for  an  idea,  he  realises  the  im- 
portance of  his  position.  It  is  his 
self-imposed  duty  to  mold,  not  to 
represent  the  opinion  of  the  cam- 


pus. He  is  a  shepherd  of  guidance 
to  a  flock  of  exploited  babbits, 
and  he  must  lead  them  up  to  his 
realm  of  enlightenment.  Intellect- 
ually sterile,  he  rumples  his  hair, 
pushes  a  slouch  hat  back  on  his 
head,  tears  loose  his  tie,  lets  a  cig- 
arette droop  from  the  corner  of 
his  mouth,  and,  in  this  affected 
pose  of  a  star  journalist,  finds  his 
inspiration.  He  grabs  a  copy  of 
Dus  Kiipifcil,  and  avidly  devours 
Daily  Worker  pictures  of  the 
common  people  being  trampled 
underfoot  by  the  uniformed  pup- 
ets  of  the  capitalistic  over-lords^ 
Then,  his  pen  loaded  with  missiles 


of  fiery  invective,  he  launches 
forth  in  a  bitter  tirade  against  the 
economic  s  y  s  t  e  m.  Half-way 
through  he  recalls  with  a  start 
the  last  warning  of  the  board  of 
publications.  "Now,  Birdstick, 
remember  our  editorial  policy. 
'The  derelicyion  of  your  vocabu- 
lary should  not  presage  neological 
retregressions'.  And  besides,  small 
oaks   from   little  acorns  grow!" 

With  a  sigh  of  frustration  he 
changes  three  words  in  his  edi- 
torial and  It  is  now  an  attack  up- 
on the  "Dcering  dating  bureau, 
that  melting  pot  of  social  chi- 
canery." 
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SINCERE  SAILORS  SELDOM  SWIM 

By  Paul  Hugo   Litwinsky 


As  a  good  Marxist,  I  might  be- 
gin this  little  tale  with  the  pon- 
derous pronouncement  that  tlie 
bourgeois  conceive  of  everything 
in  stereotypes  of  thought  imposed 
upon  them  by  capitalistic  dogma. 
But  unfortunately,  I  am  not  a 
good  Marxist.  The  only  Marxism 
I  really  enjoy  is  that  of  Chico, 
Groucho,  Harpo,  and  Beppo.  It 
would  be  interesting  for  a  meta- 
physical essayist  to  do  something 
on  the  Marxism  of  the  Marx 
Brothers. 

In  other  words,  phrased  in 
simpler  \ein  for  those  who  ha\c 
lost  their  Nocabularies  in  the  ter- 
rific catharsis  of  final  exams, 
things  are  not  what  thev  seem. 
For  years  the  American  public 
have  gone  around  believing  that 
the  rich  get  richer  and  the  poor 
get  children,  that  true  love  can- 
not exist  in  a  penthouse,  and  that 
sailors  have  sweethearts  in  every 
port.  It  is  this  last  stereotype 
which  is  to  be  vigorously  refuted 
in   this   creative    (?)    attempt. 

Sailors  are  always  maligned.  It 
is  bad  enough  that  they  have  to  go 
through  life  wearing  baby  blue 
uniforms  without  having  reflec- 
tions cast  against  their  ingenuous- 
ly noble  natures.  But  to  this  vcrv 
day  many  of  you  still  think  that 
when  the  fleet  is  in,  the  boat- 
swains and  the  chief  pett\'  officers 
ni.ike  for  the  nearest  taxi  dance 
hall,  there  to  wallow  in  wicked- 
ness .ind  beer.  Stich  is  far  from  the 
truth.  Thei'e  have  been  sailors  per- 
fect in  every  respect,  so  model  that 
they  would  grace  any  Young 
Men's  Christian  Association.  And 
one   of    these    par'agons   of    perfec- 


tion   is    to    be   the   hero   of   this — 
(supply  your  own   noun). 

Yes,  he  was  really  a  fine  sailor. 
It  was  a  joy  to  watch  him  holy- 
stone the  decks  early  every  morn- 
ing. When  he  spliced  ropes,  every 
little  movement  had  a  meaning 
all  its  own.  Work  was  his  sole 
aim  in  life.  Of  course,  he  carried 
on  board  a  keg  of  liquor,  but  that, 
as  everyone  knows,  was  for  medi- 
cinal purposes  only. 

Sweethearts  in  every  port?  Not 
he.  First  of  all,  there  were  good 
practical  reasons  to  prevent  him, 
and  besides,  in  those  days  there 
were  not  so  many  ports.  It  was 
enough  for  him  to  fulfill  his  many 
tasks  while  the  seething  sea 
seethed,  as  seething  seas  generally 
do.  His  personal  habits  were  ad- 
mirable. Most  of  you  think  that 
every  sailor  has  a  picture  of  Mae 
West  tattooed  on  his  chest.  Not 
this  good  tar.  Practical  reasons 
again. 

So  he  steered  his  ship  over  the 
bounding  main  through  storm  and 
calm  with  only  \irtue  and  a 
compass  to  guide  him  to  a  safe 
harbor.  Did  he  once  falter?  Did 
he  once  look  mournfully  out  over 
the  seething  sea  and  sigh  for  his 
Sal  in  Singapore?  Probably  not. 
Singapore  then  was  not  as  wicked 
as  it  is  today;  in  fact,  Singapore 
did  not  exist  in  his  day. 

And  so,  with  the  waters  gently 
lapping  at  the  sides  of  his  ship, 
he  could  sleep  sweetly  every  night, 
safe  in  the  knowledge  that  he  was 
a  model  sailor  and  that  he  would 
receive  his  ultimate  reward  from 
abo\e.  He  did.  It  seems  that  a 
dove  brought  him  an  olive  branch. 


In  his  day  olive  branches  were 
fashionable  for  evening  wear. 
Imagine  going  to  a  party  in  an 
olive  branch  nowadays!  (Not 
very  hard  to  imagine  at  all;  some 
winsome  wenches  go  in  very  little 
else) . 

And  so,  after  much  seething  of 
the  seething  sea,  he  finally  drop- 
ped anchor.  And  was  he  glad  his 
voyage  was  over!  It  seems  that 
Mrs.  Noah  had  been  watching 
him  every  one  of  the  forty  days. 

LANDLUBBER'S 
INVITATION 
I  may  not  know  a  jib  boom  from 
a   scow, 
A    ketch    from    galley,    marlin 
spike  from  stern 
A  reef  knot  froin  a  splice,  lugger 
from  dhow. 
Trireme  from  junk,  but  never- 
theless I  yearn 
To    have    you    as    a    sweetheart   in 
this  port. 
Shiver    my    timbers,    but    I    do 
and   will! 
When  first  I  saw  you  as  you  came 
athwart 
My  course,  I  knew  that  I  must 
tack  with  skill. 
And  now  that  I've  dropped  anchor 
and  am  harbored, 
I'll  take  shore  leave  and   pay  a 
visit  to  you. 
How  sweet  it   is  to  see  the  moon 
off  starboard 
With  you  as  captain   and  with 
me  as  crew! 
Though  I  know  nothing  about  the 
sea  at  all. 
Please   let   me    take   you   to   the 
Navy  Ball. 

—P.H.L. 
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ETC.ETCAND  IT 
AL^^OSTTOOIC  f^V 

fBR.EATH  AWAY,   ^ 


HERE'5  50METH1N6  THAT  WILL 
TAI<;E  -your.  &R.EATH  AVs/AY, , 
EVEM   AFTER.    AN   ONION  ^ 
5ANDWICH...   LIFE    J 


MVERl! 


MORAL: 

Everybody's  breath 
offends  sometimes... let         ''"^'"l-. 
CRYST-0-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 


"Patricia  is  doing  marvelously. 
She  is  a  stenographer  and  the  boss 
hkes  her.  Indeed  I  am  a  fortunate 
mother.  And  Margaret  is  a  won- 
derful child.  She  has  fur  coats,  a 
beautiful  apartment,  and  limou- 
sines." 

"Yes,  yes,  what  is  she  doing?" 
"I     don't     know     exactly.      It 
seems  she  says  she's  an  institute,  or 
something  like  that." 

— Medley. 

It  was  late.  The  stars  were 
shining  brightly — the  moon  was 
pale.  He  opened  the  door  of  the 
car,  helped  her  out,  took  her  arm 
and  walked  up  to  the  door  with 
her.  They  stood  and  gazed  at  each 
other  for  some  time  when  finally 
he  spoke. 

"Listen,  I've  done  everything 
you  wanted  to  do  tonight,  now. 
I  took  you  to  the  show,  I  took  you 


to  dinner,  I  took  you  to  a  night 
club  to  dance,  and  now,  you're 
going  to  do  something  I  want  to 
do  or  I'll  break  your  neck  for 
you." 

....  AND  HE  WOULD 
HAVE  BROKEN  IT  TOO. 

—Red  Cut. 
.J* 

Mother,  mother,  I'm 
queen  of  the  May, 
elected  by  WSGA. 
With  a  rose  in  my  hair, 
in  my  skirt  a  hoop, 
I'll  knock  the  boys 
for  a  hell  of  a  loop. 

—Frofh. 

"All  men  are  entitled  to  life, 
liberty,  and  a  fair  judge,"  he  de- 
clared passionately  as  he  put  down 
thirty-five  cents  and  walked  away 
with  the  three  magazines. 

— Augiuui. 


THE  WINNER 
"The   gal   with   a   pedigree 
Usually   comes   to  college 
For  a  pet  degree." 

— Charles  Teppcr. 

FREE:  A  Box  of  Life  Sniers  for 
the  Best  Wisecrack! 

What  is  the  best  joke  that  you 
heard   on    the   campus   this   week? 

Send  it  in  to  your  editor.  You 
may  wisecrack  yourself  into  a 
free  prize  box  of  Life  Savers! 

For  the  best  line  submitted  each 
month  by  one  of  the  students, 
there  will  be  a  free  award  of  an 
attractive  cellophane-wrapped  as- 
sortment of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors. 

Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  edi- 
tors of  this  publication.  The  right 
to  publish  any  or  all  jokes  is  re- 
served. Decisions  of  the  editors 
will  be  final.  The  winning  wise- 
crack will  be  published  the  follow- 
ing month  along  with  the  lucky 
winner's  name.  (If  the  law" 
allows! 


hon 


'What' 

ey  .■* 


that     on 


your     lip. 


"That  isn't  honey.  My  nose  is 
running."  — Cavalier. 

A  man  met  a  friend  on  the 
street  all  bandaged  up  and  walk- 
ing on  crutches. 

"What  happened?"  asked  the 
friend. 

"Well,  I  had  a  date  with  the 
girl  friend.  We  were  dancing 
when  her  father  came  in.  You 
know  he  is  hard  of  hearing  and 
couldn't  hear  the  music." 

— Wafaiigaii. 

"Hey     ma,     where     do     babies 

come  from?" 

"They  come  in  the  mail,  dear." 
"Like    hell,    ma;    only    women 

have  babies."  — Froth. 
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Aunt  Polly: 

We  return  from  vacation  as 
thousands  of  others  dt),  with  a 
grim  determination  to  dedicate 
our  Hves  for  the  next  two  months 
to  the  pursuit  of  the  ever-elusive 
Education.  We  have  vowed  to  stay 
in  all  week-nights,  to  thump  th: 
books  unmercifully,  to  keep  up 
with  our  work,  and  to  conduct 
ourselves  moderately  on  week- 
ends. However,  as  thousands  of 
others,  we  shall  probabK'  prowl 
about  during  the  evenings,  allow 
dust  to  accumulate  on  our  texts, 
cram  madly  for  exams,  and  n;:ver 
see  the  sun  from  Friday  til!  Mon- 
day. It  is  pleasing  to  contemplate 
oneself  as  a  recluse,  but  it  neve]- 
seems  to  work.  So  we  shall  prob- 
ably find  ourselves  once  again  suc- 
cumbing to  the  banter  and  offer- 
ings of  Willie,  Ralph,  John  J.. 
Art,  and  the  more  impersonal 
distributors  of  jitter  juice  who 
move  in  mi  aloof  manner  behmd 
the  streamlined  mahogany  of  the 
downtown  establishments.  Nor 
shall  we  be  alone  in  our  wander- 
ings. Tine  ghosts  of  many  broken 
resolutions  shall  assure  us  in 
ghoulish  tones  that  the  number  of 
our  companions  shall  be  stagger- 
ing. And  a  number  of  them  will 
be,  at  that. 

W'^c  might,  if  we  were  thai 
sort,    start    a    "Feel    Sorrv    for    A\ 


Lmd"  week.  Any  young  man 
would  feel  sorry  for  Al,  and  for 
himself,  too,  if  he  were  in  the  ex- 
gridder's  shoes.  It  seems  that  time 
and  again  when  Al  calls  for  Bev 
Corlett  to  do  a  little  courting, 
he  finds  her  a  bit  tuckered  out 
and  not  at  all  her  usual  vivacious 
self.  Well,  Al,  perhaps  the  bars 
are  a   little  too  striped  these  da\'s. 

Another  mighty  man  of  thi,' 
chalk-hned  sod  has  also  been  hav- 
ing difficulties.  Bill  Boger  of  the 
Sigma  Nu's  thought  he  had  dis- 
covered something  right  out  of 
the  clear  blue  sky  when  he  began 
to  pay  his  respects  to  Mary  Jo 
Howlett,  a  freshman  whose  coun- 
tenance is  on  the  alluring  side. 
Bill  thought  he  was  doing  mar- 
velously  until  he  stopped  to  size 
things  up.  Then  he  got  the  strong 
suspicion  that  Marv  Jo  was  only 
accompanving  hmi  on  the  social 
whirl  in  order  to  edge  as  close  as 
possible  to  the  spotlight.  He 
dropped  her  as  quickly  as  the 
man  in  the  woods  dropped  what 
he  thought  at  first  was  a  cat. 
Here's    your    publicity,    Mary    Jo! 

If  anybody  is  interested,  the 
reason  that  Jeanne  Grasett  of  the 
Theta's  walked  around  bearing  a 
sign  "Don't  Touch  Me,  I'm  Frag- 
ile" during  Hell  week  was  be- 
cause, a  little  previously,  she  had, 
in  a  fit  of  pique,  turned  pugilist 
and  delivered  several  resounding 
smacks  to  the  peach-bloom  cheeks 
of  some  of  the  actives. 


The  Alpha  Phi's  used  to  be, 
and  for  all  we  know,  still  are, 
plagued  with  a  lad  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Chicago  named  Al 
Winegan.  For  a  while  he  squired 
Kay  Kohler,  but  she  slipped  him 
the  mitten.  Then  he  got  a  date 
with  Marie  Stevenson.  However, 
after  taking  a  guarded  gander  at 
him,  this  sly  miss  skipped  out  the 
rear  door.  Now,  Edmona  Hender- 
son from  Minunk,  111.  (for  best 
pronunciation,  listen  to  any  angry 
bullfrog.  This  is  the  town  which 
defies  Rand-McNally  to  locate  it) 
has  slipped  her  hooks  into  the  boy. 
Poor  Edmona  thinks  she  is  being 
foxy  no  end,  but  the  sisters  are 
chortling  up  their  dainty  sleeves 
and  laughing  behind  locked  doors. 

We  have  discovered  a  phenom- 
enon. We  have  scoured  the  earth 
to  locate  this  creature,  and  our 
efforts  have  finally  been  success- 
ful. In  short,  we  have  found  a 
man  who  gets  drunk  on  root 
beer.  The  man  is  Mac  W\iods,  a 
Delt  who  savagely  wields  the 
saber  for  Dr.  Zettleman's  tribe. 
At  any  and  all  affairs,  he  stag- 
gers from  bar  to  bar,  does  im- 
promptu dances,  startles  everyone, 
and  has  a  marvelous  time,  all  on 
straight  root  beer.  Lucky  fellow! 
Via  the  grapevine,  we  hear  that 
Jane  Scott  thinks  he  is  just  about 
the  acme  of  masculinity,  but  out- 
side of  a  very  occasional  date, 
Mac  ignores  her. 

(Coiitiinicd  oil  pii^i'  28} 
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The  International  Brotherhood  of 

Beta  Sigma 

Founded  at  Northwestern  University  on  May  1,  1936 

3  Active  Chapters 
An    Honorary   Fraternity   Plus 


ih'  '• 


CHARTER  MEMBERS  ELECTED    1936 

Edward  Lewis  Barsumian  Harry  Methias  Gousha 

Roger  Budrow  Raymond  Wrath  Kotz 

Virgil  Baldwin  Day  Albert  Michealis 

Jeremiah  Patrick  Flanigan  Frederick  S.  Neimann 

MEMBERS  ELECTED  1937 

Falcon  O.  Baker,  Jr.  John  Bronson  Gridley,  Jr. 

Julian  Behrstock  William  C.  Heyn 

Robert  Bell  Blodgett  Paul  Luther  Kleppisch 

Clayton  Anderson  John  Kovatch 

All  members  to  this  organization  are  elected  by  a  necessarily  anonymous  committee  on  the  basis  of 
votes  cast  by  the  student  body  thru  the  contest  editor  of  the  Purple  Parrot.  Each  new  member  has  received 
an  emblem  of  the  order,  pictured  above. 
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THE  BARBER  SHOP 

1921 

She    (soulfully) — "Don't   you   love   to   feel   yourself    vibrating    to   the    cosmic 

urge?" 
He "Yeah,  but  that's  a  funnv  name  for  an  orchestra!" 


"No,  I've  never  smoked  before,"  said  the  coy  young  thing,  blowing  rings. 

Al  Steele  (on  visit  to  the  Phi  Epp  house  during  mid-year  rushing)  — 
"^^ell,  boys,  if  you  have  any  men  you  cannot  get  a  favorable  vote  on,  send 
them  over.  \X'e  can   make  Sigma  Nus  out  of  anybody." 


I  kicked  a  skunk  as  he  went  by 
The    skunk    was    incensed — so    was    I. 

I  used  to  call 

Upon  a  gal 

Who  wore  a 

Two. 

Her  father  wore  a  num- 

Ber  ten;  I'll 

Never  call 

On  her 

Again. 

-J« 

IN  THE  GOOD  OLD  DAYS 

"Yes?" 
"Yes." 
"Whoa!" 

I  asked  her  if  she  rolled  them 
She  said  she  never  tried 

Just  then  a  mouse  ran  swiftly  by 
And  now  I  know  she  lied. 
1922 


"Just  got  a  doggy  letter  from  my  girl  at  \\"ellesle\-." 
"Ah,  a  little  Boston   Bull." 

Don't  forget  yeast  among  other  things  that  rise  to  the  occasion. 
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Alpha  Phi — "My,  but  I  hate  to  see  the  trees  leave." 
Lambda  Chi — "They'll  be  back.  Their  trunks  are  still  here." 

Life  is  like  a  photographer's  shop — full  of  exposures. 

.J* 

Isn't  Nature 

Wonderful? 

Did  you 

Ever 

See 

A  pair  of 

Lips 

That  wouldn't 

Fit?? 

jt 

You  may  have  passed  chemistry,  held  a  royal  flush,  had  a  date  v/ith  a  Tri 
Delt,  and  survived  bootleg  liquor,  but  did  you  ever  wear  brown  shoes  coni- 
fortably  with  your  full  dress? 

J* 

"Up  and  atom,"  cried  the  molecule  as  the  electrolysis  started. 

Eve  (from  the  bushes) — "Adam  dear,  close  your  eyes  so  that  I  can  come  home." 
Adam — "What's  the  matter?" 
Eve — "Fve  been  A.W.O.L." 

"Where  have  you  been?" 
"To  the  cemetery." 
"Anyone  dead?" 
(Gloomily)    "All  of  them." 

EVOLUTION 

Wall  Flower 
Society  Bud 
f  Wild  Flower 

"It's  the  little  things  in  life  that  tell,"  said  the  girl  as  she  dragged  her 
little  brother  from  underneath  the  sofa. 

— Excerpts  from  the  Purple  Parrot, 
Volume  1 — Numbers  1,  2,  and  4. 

jt 

This  was  the  best  I  could  do.  The  exchange  editor  is  still  using  all  the  rest. 
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It's  sprini;  and  the  birds  are 
singing  merrily,  the  breezes  hnve 
lost  their  chilly  breath,  and  the 
young  mans  fancy  turns  to  base- 
ball. Yes  indeed,  all  the  bo\s  for- 
get what  ever  they  have  to  do  and 
retire  to  Mother  Nature's  more 
spacious  areas  and  attempt  :  ) 
whack  the  horsehide  around  a  bit. 
The  good  old  Purple  and  W'iiite 
will  put  a  uniform  on  the  backs 
of  some  twenty  men,  allow  them 
to  acquire  a  sunburn  in  the  south, 
and  then  come  back  and  try  to 
win  their  first  game  in  Big  Ten 
competition   in   twc)  years! 

Last  year's  crop  of  ballplayers 
at  ye  alma  mammy  defended  the 
cellar  championship  to  perfection. 
They  dm't  muss  up  the  win  col- 
umn of  the  conference  standings 
once.  Thev  were  the  onh'  team 
that  ga\e  the  statistician  of  the 
final  standings  absolutely  no 
trouble.  Carrying  out  by  long 
division  to  as  many  places  as  pos- 
sible, the  only  percentage  he  could 
get  was  .OOOOOO  infinitum.  I  can 
remember  th.u  l.ist  game  now. 
TItc  boys  were  putting  on  their 
drive  for  the  cellar  m  the  closing 
months  of  school.  They  were  los- 
ing ground  rapidU-,  especiallv  in 
the  fifth  when  they  scored  five 
runs  to  leai.1  Wisconsin  S  to  2. 
Luckily  the\  did  win  out  in  the 
end   after   two   wild    pitches,   four 


walks,  and  ten  hits,  losing  the 
game  and  gaining  undisputed 
rights  to  the  cellar.  If  they  had 
won  that  game,  they  would  have 
gone  into  a  tie  with  Chicago;  I 
tremble  at  the  ignominy  of  shar- 
ing anything  with  Chicago  even 
now. 

But  things  are  due  for  a  change. 
Bert  Ingwersen,  our  coach,  will  be 
allowed  to  return  in  peace  to  the 
third  base  coaching  box.  Last  year 
he  got  so  lonesome  over  there, 
that  he  wrote  Dorothy  Dix  of 
the  lonel)'  hearts  club  because,  as 
he  said,  none  of  his  own  team 
could  e\er  get  around  the  paths 
that  far  to  talk  to  him.  He  finally 
moved  to  first  base,  but  with  lit- 
tle results.  It  got  so  that  the  play- 
ers wouldn't  even  run  out  their 
dribbling  grounders.  In  fact,  the 
team  was  known  around  the  cir- 
cuit as  the  'Infield  Hitters'  and 
lest  an)'one  suspect  that  this  refers 
to  the  particular  ability  of  the 
men  who  man  the  sacks,  let  me 
hasten  to  add  that  it  meant  none 
of  the  boys  could  get  the  apple 
t)Ut  of  the  inner  garden.  In  prac- 
tice the  other  dav,  ht)wever,  one 
ot  the  boys  smashed  a  terrific  drive 
that  the  pitcher  had  to  dash  back 
of  second  to  take,  so  I  have  hopes. 

The  men  on  the  squad,  \'ou 
might  gather  from  this  rather 
caustic  discourse,  had  but  one 
weakness  —  a  baseball.  They 
couldnt'  seem  to  catch  it  or  hit  it 


consistently.  This  is  one  weakness 
they  have  overcome. 

To  be  a  little  more  specific 
about  our  chances  this  fall,  I  must 
say  that  they  are  rosy  and  don't 
be  surprised  if  we  repeat  certain 
successes  that  a  pigskin  crew  of 
ours  put  over  this  fall.  There  are 
at  present,  only  two  major  wor- 
ries of  the  coach.  One  is  who  will 
play  and  the  other  is  whether  the 
men  selected  will  know  how.  Both 
problems  are  well  under  control 
at  present.  Two  pitchers  return 
and  they  will  be  aided  by  a  couple 
of  capable  freshmen.  Kaufman 
and  Roth  are  the  two  varsity  men. 
Kaufman  throws  from  the  fork 
side  on  the  mound,  but  back  at 
the  Phi  Psi  house,  Jack  just  throws 
it.  Roth  has  most  of  them  buffalo- 
ed with  a  half  underhand  twisting 
pitch  with  his  right  paw.  Here's 
hoping  that  Ralph  Mack,  the 
catchee,  is  not  included  in  Mr. 
Roth's  mystification  processes  on 
the  mound.  The  freshman  pitchers 
have  been  strengthening  their 
arms  in  the  various  sorority  houses 
and  arc  due  for  great  improve- 
ment since  they  left  W'illard  Hall 
where  the  dav^enports  are  too  high 
in  the  back  for  the  development 
needed. 

The  infield  is  fairly  well  set. 
They  were  set  last  year  too.  So 
set  that  they  even  forgot  to  move 
after  a  ball.  This  year's  initial 
sacker  will  probably  be  Cleo  Jolly 
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Boy  Diehl  of  the  smooth  pinj-: 
dermis.  His  presence  there  will  be 
necessary  to  insure  the  feminine 
squeals  which  are  now  essential  to 
the  national  pastime.  At  second 
will  be  the  kid  of  the  club,  Bill 
Rabbit  Chown,  barring  all  mis- 
cellaneous happenings.  On  days 
when  they  play  in  a  high  wind  he 
will  probably  be  staked  to  the 
bench  to  prevent  being  blown 
away,  sort  of  a  moral  obligation 
the  University  has  assumed,  you 
know.  Shortstop  and  third  are  a 
little  less  set.  The  positions  seem 
to  be  a  toss-up  between  Harry  Hi- 
School  Brookby,  George  Pudgy 
Lumper,  and  the  Rajah  Collins, 
of  the  scholastically  bankrupt 
Collinses  of  last  season.  At  any 
rate  these  men  will  flag  all  base- 
balls in  the  vicinity  even  if  they 
don't  get  control  of  them. 

The  outer-gardeners  are  set  in 
two  places.  China-boy  Woy  will 
again  don  the  colored  spectacles  in 


left  and  an  Illini  lad,  Bob  Sampson 
will  probably  have  the  othev  spot 
sewed  up.  The  remaining  choice 
goes  to  the  highest  hitter,  the 
water  boy  included.  This  leaves 
only  twenty-seven  positions  left 
to  fill.  Twenty-six  are  on  the 
bench.  Most  of  these  will  be  n.Tmed 
by  capable  hands  and  various 
other  un-named  parts  of  the  body 
even  if  the  spectators  have  to  be 
solicited.  The  twenty-seventh  is 
that  of  the  first  base  coaching 
assignment.  Now  we  are  making 
no  attempt  at  coaching  the  team 
through  the  assistance  of  the  press, 
but  we  believe  Fred  Borchert 
should  get  that  job.  This  is  based 
on  a  recent  survey  in  which  we 
interviewed  500  foul  balls  now 
roaming  the  campus  at  large  and 
he  was  their  unanimous  choice. 

In  closing  may  I  get  serious? 
To  the  campus  may  I  go  on  rec- 
ord as  saying  that  I  think  we 
have  a  swell  team.  To  all  the  ball 


players,  especially  those  who  are 
mentioned  in  the  above  para- 
graphs and  are  now  trying  to  re- 
member where  they  put  that  bat 
in  order  to  beat  the  brains  (I'm 
bragging)  out  of  yours  truly,  this 
is  a  humor  magazine  and  every- 
thing mentioned  is  only   in  fun. 

"Hello,  Joe.  Say,  you  remember 
chat  car  we  were  riding  in  last 
night.  The  one  where  you  threw 
the  eggs  on  the  running  board? 
We  thought  it  belonged  to  Jake 
and  we  got  sore  at  him  and  chuck- 
ed the  car  in  a  ditch?" 

"Yeh,    but    vaguely." 

"Well,  it  wasn't  Jakes;  it  was 
yours." 

—Bored  Walk. 
-^ 

fiaiels  of  a  jrench-fried  potato 
In  your  mouth  a  few  minutes. 

In  your  stomach  a  few  hours. 
In  your  hips  the  rest  of  your  life. 
—The  Old  Maid. 
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LIVE  ALONE-BUT  DON'T  LIKE  IT 

By  Paul  Hugo  Litwinsky 


The  worst  curse  of  the  depres- 
sion was  the  inspirational  book. 
Based  upon  our  Puritanical  con- 
clusion that  virtue  consists  of 
doing  what  one  docs  not  Hke  to 
do,  there  came  into  being  an  in- 
numerable quantity  of  moral  dia- 
iribcs,  neatly  printed  and  bound, 
and  selling  at  a  price  within  the 
reach  of  everyone.  Instead  of 
spending  a  delightful  Saturday 
ex'cning  with  the  girl  friend,  the 
college  man  shelled  out  two  dol- 
lars or  thereabouts  for  a  copy  of 
Life  Bc'^iin  At  Forty  or  Wake 
Up  Ami  Live,  retreated  to  his  fra- 
ternity room  for  the  weekend, 
and  contemplated  the  great  sim- 
plicities of  Life.  This  act  was  one 
of  circulation:  it  took  him  out 
and  put  the  inspirational  book  in. 

It  has  already  been  pointed  out 
that  we  are  the  most  gullible  peo- 
ple on  the  earth.  We  have,  with 
this  gullibility,  an  immortal  op- 
timism. We  constantly  imagine 
that  if  we  read  a  certain  book, 
eat  a  certain  diet,  go  to  a  certain 
movie,  take  up  a  certain  brand  of 
cigar  or  politics  (both  usual!)' 
rank),  or  wear  a  certain  style  of 
clothing,  we  shall  attain  to  Utopia. 
Thus  when  the  inspirational  books 
first  hit  the  stands,  we  took  them 
to  our  great  ingenuous  hearts. 
Axiom:  if  you  must  take  some- 
thing to  your  heart,  take  some- 
thing softer  than  a  book — pre- 
ferablv  a  brunette. 

Now  we  are  Puritanical  enough 
without  writing  books  to  prolong 
I  hat  stale  of  being.  The  code  we 
should  tollow  is  that  of  Rousseau: 
I  he  natural  man  is  the  perfect 
man.  Anything  that  denies  such 
a  principle  ought  to  ha\e  no  part 


in  our  national  —  and  emotional 
life. 

But  the  titles  of  these  inspira- 
tional books  revealed  their  essen- 
tially Puritanical  scope.  We  arc 
gregarious,  whether  we  admit  it 
or  not.  We  love  to  grow  maudlin 
over  a  convenient  stein  of  beer 
and  clasp  strangers  by  the  hand 
and  sing  "Auld  Lang  Syne." 
Thus  our  literature  should  be  in 
keeping  with  this  social  spirit. 
How  To  Make  Friends  Ami  In- 
fluence People  was  mildly  toler- 
able because  it  dealt  with  extro- 
verts and  ambiverts.  But  the  others 
tended  to  make  introverts  out  of 
us   all. 

Think  of  the  plight  of  the  blithe 
moron  (Meninger  says  that  ninety 
percent  of  the  world's  morons  are 
cheerfully  employed  doing  the 
world's  work)  who  reads  one  of 
these  morbid  inspirational  vol- 
umes. He  begins  to  brood  upon 
his  misfortune  in  life.  He  covets 
wealth.  He  covets  Better  Thing*. 
So  he  joins  a  union,  pays  part  of 
his  hard-earned  hire  to  the  union 
with  the  understanding  that  it 
will  protect  him  against  Capital- 
ism. Does  he  get  wealth?  Does  he 
got  Better  Things?  No,  my 
friends,  he  does  not — but  the  un- 
ion  head   does. 

Now  Wake  Up  And  Lite  is  a 
good  title.  At  any  age  it  has  sig- 
nificance. It  suggests  that  life 
holds  greater  joys  than  that  of 
being  a  clock-puncher  and  a  wage 
slave.  It  suggests  that  you  have 
been  chaste  instead  of  chased. 
What  docs  the  President  say  in 
his  radio  talks?  He  says,  "Do  it 
now!  Reform  now!  Now!  Now!" 
So  wake  up  and  live  now! 


But  now  we  come  to  the  two 
deadliest  of  all  the  inspira- 
tional creations:  Life  Begins  At 
Forty  and  Live  Alone  And  Like 
It.  These  two  deny  the  gregarious 
instinct.  They  deny  the  perfect 
and  natural  man.  Live  a  virtuous 
life.  Be  sanctimonious.  Your  re- 
ward will  come  after  forty  years 
of  denial,  for  doesn't  life  begin 
at  forty?  Of  course  it  does.  So 
put  away  your  savings  weekly, 
not  for  Social  Security,  but  for 
birth.  Of  course,  when  you  are 
born  you  may  be  surprised  to  find 
that  for  a  baby  you  have  a  pretty 
ample  paunch,  to  say  nothing  of 
dyspepsia  and  rheumatism.  But  at 
least  you  have  a  chance  to  develop 
your  social  spirit,  even  if  it  doesn't 
come  till  you're   forty. 

There  is  no  chance  in  Live 
Alone  And  Like  It,  however. 
There  is  no  intimation  of  intimacy 
even  at  forty,  or  fifty,  or  sixty 
for  that  matter.  Besides,  it  is 
against  the  very  principles  of 
Americanism  itself — the  tradition 
of  the  home,  the  nobility  of  the 
family,  the  Hearstian  Buy  Ameri- 
can (Are  you  a  Person  Who 
Thinks?). 

Now  what  happens  when  you 
live  alone?  Don't  tell  me  you  get 
lonesome;  that's  what  I'm  sup- 
posed to  tell  )'0U.  You  come  into 
the  hotel  after  a  hard  day's  work. 
The  clerk  stares  at  you  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  shoves  your  key  at 
\ou.  No  word  of  cheer,  no  soft 
hand  to  smooth  the  troubled 
brow.  You  go  up  to  your  lonely 
room.  No  one  is  waiting  there  to 
comfort  you  after  your  labors,  no 
one  is  there  to  lay  out  your  slip- 
(Continiied  on  page  50) 
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By    Ed    Van    Dyne 


There  w.is  a  time  not  long  ago 
wlien  mere  mejition  of  the  word 
"N.ivy"  was  eni)iigh  to  stir  up  a 
fist  fight.  With  characteristic 
caution,  the  Parrot  has  held  fire 
imtil  the  heat  of  battle  is  over 
and   the  time  is  ripe  for  jest. 

Ah,  but  that  was  a  bitter  time 
for  members  of  the  unit  or  the 
Daily  staff.  Grim,  embattled 
members  of  both  tactions  lurked 
in  every  shadow  ready  to  open 
up  debate.  Repitior.,  however, 
seemed  to  be  the  strongest  weapon, 
and  the  same  ammunition  was 
used  over  and  over  again  by  both 
armies. 

During  the  fray  we  offered  a 
very  logical  solution  to  the  tre- 
mendous waste  of  energy  which 
w^as  going  on.  No  one  accepted 
the  proposition  seriously,  but  we 
still  think  it  would  ha\e  been  an 
ideal  way  of  saving  time. 

According  to  our  scheme,  mem- 
bers of  the  two  factions  would 
have  carried  mimeographed  sheets 
containing   their  stock   arguments. 

A  member  of  the  staff  would 
meet  a  navy  man,  exchange  greet- 
ings, and  pass  him  a  slip  reading, 
"Unbeatable  No.  1 — are  you  going 
to  let  them  tell  you  what  to  do 
and  think?  Tt's  a  threat  to  acad- 
emic freedom  and  Fascist  in  prin- 
ciple." The  navy  man  would  ha\e 
only    to   look   at   the   number   and 


return  his  stock  number  one  repl\': 
"If  you  were  working  for  Mar- 
shall Field  or  some  company 
wouldn't  you  feel  they  had  the 
right    to    give    orders?" 

They  might  talk  about  the 
weather  for  a  while  after  which 
the  navy  boy  would  drag  out  a 
second  slip  reading  "Unbeatable 
No.  2 — You  have  misconstued 
the  case  completely  and  distorted 
the  facts." 

The  Daily  man  would  then 
casually  haul  out  another  slip  read- 
ing, "It  was  down  in  black  and 
white,  and  anyway  the  problem 
IS  fundamental." 

As  a  final  blow,  the  sailor  would 
present  his  most  telling  punch, 
"Unbeatable  No.  1 5— We  like  the 
way  things  are  run  and  it's  none 
of  your  business  anyway."  Un- 
ruffled, the  scribe  would  toss  over 
hi;  final  card  reading,  "If  you 
don't  know  enough  to  care,  some- 
one has  to  look  out  for  you." 

How  simple  that  would  have 
made  things.  What  a  lot  of  trouble 
could  have  been  saved.  But  the 
idea  fell  flat.  The  reason,  we 
found,  was  that  each  battler  be- 
lieved deep  down  inside  that  these 
gags  were  his  own  ideas. 

REGRETS 

Regrets  creep  periodically  into 
every  young  man's  life.  Tonight 
we  regret  that  we  ever  started 
pounding  out  copy  for  the  Parrot. 


Deadlines  have  a  way  of  sneaking 
up  from  behind,  and,  particularly 
in  the  Spring,  Parrot  deadlines 
crop  up  at  the  most  unexpected 
times. 

The  day  this  one  fell  due,  we 
were  up  in  Wisconsin,  peaceful, 
secure,  free  from  care.  We  had 
forgotten  school,  books  and  dead- 
lines and  were  concentrating  only 
on  beer  and  cheese  as  loyal  Wis- 
consinites  should.  We  found  it 
easy  to  pledge  allegiance  to  Wis- 
consin's beer  even  though  we  had 
only  been  adoped  for  a  short  visit. 

We  had  a  couple  of  laughs  on 
the  way  up,  something  which 
seems  to  happen  all  too  infre- 
quently these  days. 

Driving  through  Fox  River 
Grove,  we  saw  a  large  bank  build- 
ing in  the  center  of  town.  It  was 
substantial  and  conventional.  We 
peered  at  the  windows  and  spotted 
a  black  lettered  sign  reading 
"Community  Methodist  Church." 

We  wondered  whether  the  bank 
had  foreclosed  a  mortgage  on  the 
church,  the  church  on  the  bank, 
or  whether,  perhaps,  the  banker 
had  been  canonized.  We  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  the  banket 
had  simph'  walked  out  during  the 
lean  )'ears  and  the  Methodists  had 
walked  in. 

It  isn't  as  incongruous  as  it 
seems  at  first  anyway.  The  banker 
once  saved  your  money  there  and 
the  methodists  save  your  soul. 
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UNION 

We  couldn't  talk  about  a  trip 
to  Wisconsin  without  mentioning 
the  university  and  the  Memorial 
Union    there. 

So  much  has  been  said  about 
union  buildings  that  'we  decided 
to  drop  off  and  take  a  look.  We 
had  a  swell  time  in  the  elevator. 
We  were  trying  to  get  to  the 
third  floor.  Someone  pushed  a  but- 
ton and  we  ended  up  on  the 
fourth.  We  started  to  push  num- 
ber three  when  the  darn  thing 
took  a  dive  and  returned  to  the 
lobby.  Someone  else  got  in  and  we 
w^ent  to  the  second.  Undaunted, 
we  again  attempted  to  push  the 
third  button  and  ended  up  in  the 
cellar. 

Never  having  been  there  be- 
fore, we  decided  to  look  around. 
It  wasn't  long  before  we  were  in 
the  Rathskellar. 

Now  everyone  knows  that  they 
serve  beer  in  the  Wisconsin  Union, 
but  coming  on  a  real  bar  in  a 
real  saloon  was  a  total  surprise  to 
us.  We  have  been  dreaming  of 
such  things  for  years.  The  thrill 
of  that  first  glass  of  brew  right 
on  the  campus  is  still  tingling  in 
our  veins.  We  had  to  have  several 
to  convince  ourselves  it  was  real. 


Try   This 

We  never  thought  we  would 
slip  so  far  as  to  resort  to  riddles 
to  fill  up,  but  we  heard  one  up 
there  which  might  bear  repeat- 
ing. 

A  wealthy  North  Shore  lady  is 
said  to  have  had  a  cat.  It  was  a 
lovely  cat,  but  had  one  strange 
feature.  No  one  could  tell  its  gen- 
der. 

The  lady  named  the  cat  Sable 
Sally.  As  its  fame  grew,  many 
scientists  came  to  see  it.  All  of 
them  failed  to  solve  the  problem. 

After  all  of  the  great  minds  of 
science  had  fallen  down  on  the 
thing,  a  lowly  mathematician  call- 
ed and  announced  that  he  could 
do  it  with  the  help  of  some  com- 
plicated  astrological   formulae. 

He  set  to  work  and  after  long 
computation  he  emerged  with  the 
announcement  that  he  had  tri- 
umphed. He  was  finally  persuaded 
to  explain  his  system. 

Here  is  the  way  it  is  accom- 
plished: Print  out  the  words 
"Sable  Sally."  Underneath  the  S 
in  sable  place  a  zero;  under  A,  a 
one;  under  B,  a  two;  under  L,  a 
three;  under  E,  a  four.  Now  un- 
der the  S  in  Sally,  place  a  five; 
under  A,  a  six;  under  L,  seven; 
under  L,  eight;  under  Y,  nine. 


Take  any  two  consecutive  num- 
bers from  the  second  division,  say 
five  and  six,  or  eight  and  nine. 
Take  any  one  number  from  the 
first  four  and  tag  it  to  the  others. 
You  will  thus  have  a  three  figure 
number  such  as,  for  instance,  five 
hundred   and   sixty. 

Reverse  this  number  making, 
for  instance  zero,  six,  five.  Sub- 
tract the  two  numbers  giving 
you,   in   this   case,   495. 

Take  this  number  and  reverse 
it,  only  this  time  add  the  num- 
bers. Multiply  the  last  sum  by 
twenty  and  you  will  have  the 
final  answer  when  you  check  back 
with  the  letters  in  the  name. 


This  month  we  nominate  for 
oblivion  the  "Swing  clubs"  re- 
cently started  in  several  eastern 
universities.  The  eastern  schools 
exhibited  a  grown  up  attitude  by 
largely  doing  away  with  fraterni-- 
ties,  but  now,  lord,  lord.  Swing 
clubs! 

When,  and  if,  Benny  Goodman 
alpha  rears  its  ugly  head  on  this 
lot,  someone  must  start  an  or- 
ganization to  sit  down  on  all  red 
hot    and    low    down    records. 

Until  then,  swing  hi^h. 
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"Joe,  have  yuu  et  onions,  or  have  you   got   them 
socks  on  again?" 

—Con/cll  Widoii. 


They  were  seated  on  the  divan, 
tightly  clasped  in  each  others  arms. 

"My  parents  may  come  between 
us,"   she   fahered. 

"It  they  do,"  he  exclaimed  hot- 
ly, "they  must  be  prett}'  small." 
—Bond  Walk. 

■  •*■ 

LOVII  BY  THE  CLOCK 

7:30 
M\'  darling   I   worshio  \ou 

Stars  are  )'our  e\cs — 
Your   two   precious    lips   dear 

Suggest  Rock  and  Ryes. 
9:30 
Sure  hoiK'w  I  lo\  c  \()u 

C'mon    babe   let's  dance. 
There's  plenty  of  time  left 

Tonight    tor    romance. 


11:30 
Oh,  there  you  are  baby 

And  how  is  the  gal? 
Sure  Papa  loves  you 

A  swell  little  pal. 
1:30 
Say  lookie'  here  lady 

I'm  a  free  man 
Go  take  a  walk,  dear — 

(Migawd!  what  a  pan.) 

SllU'lidl. 

t 

A  small  boy  was  leading  a  jack- 
ass past  the  Delta  Gamma  house 
on  the  University  of  Illinois 
campus.  One  of  the  actives 
wishmg  to  ha\e  sitme  fun  \clled 
out: 

"Hey,  kid,  wh)'  are  jou  holding 


your  sister  so  tightly?" 

"So  she  won't  join  your  house," 

was  the  nonchalant  comeback. 

— Varieties. 
-■* 

THE  UNHOLY  ERROR 
Insidious,  lamentable. 
Unspeakable,   unthinkable; 
That   love   which   made  you  con- 
secrate 
Did  also  make  me  reprobate. 
Magnanimous  and  glorious 
The    passion    was,    victorious. 
But  now  is  pusillanimous. 
In    fact,   is   quite    ridiculous; 
For  you  were  highly  idolized 
(And  atheism  compromised) 
Or,   rather,   you   were   deified 
(My    faith    and    love    were    there 

allied) 
But  I  am  fond  of  mysticism. 
And  you  taught  me  realism: 
Thus  I   learned  agnosticism. 
Now,  irreligion  I  profess. 
From  piety  I  take  recess. 
Romanticizing   man's   a   curse. 
For    gods    are    bad,    but    men    are 
worse. 

Muriel  Shcrcr 

The  other  night  I  had  a  date 
with  one  of  the  smoothest  pan- 
cakes who  ever  put  a  pair  of  svelte 
hips  inside  silk  and  what's  more, 
they  carried  an  awful  lot  of  nice 
person   around. 

I  took  her  out  to  dinner  and 
we  talked  of  the  arts.  I  mean  it. 
Sculpture,  painting,  music,  the 
whole  list.  And  she  was  undoubt- 
edl\-  the  most  intelligent  girl  I 
have  ever  met. 

Then  later  we  went  skating. 
She  was  a  whiz,  one  of  the  best 
sports  I  have  ever  met,  said  she 
plaved  golf,  tennis,  and  almost 
anything. 

After  this  we  went  out  danc- 
ing. It  was  a  revelation.  Talk 
about  drifting  with  clouds,  waltz- 
ing with   feathers,  this  had  all  of 
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that  beat  a  mile.  I  was  absolutely 
enthralled. 

And  then  coming  home,  ah,  it 
was  just  perfect.  I  fell  head  over 
heels  in  love  with  her,  at  last  I 
had  met  my  dream  girl,  she  was 
the  one  for  me. 

Like  hell  I  did,  that's  five  gals 
I've  been  talking  about!  — Pup. 

I  powdered  my  nose  and  combed 
my  hair 

Came  gracefully  tripping  down 
the  stair, 

My  blind  date  waited  there  be- 
low— 

Migawd,  Migawd,  it's  someone  I 
know.  — Coliinins. 

"Here,  we'll  just  sit  right  here. 
I  don't  think  anyone  will  come  in 
for  a  few  minutes.  Comfortable? 
That's  fine.  Here,  put  your  hands 
down!  Now,  I'll  just  lean  you 
back  like  this, — comfortable?  Just 
tilt  that  pretty  chin  up  a  little.  I 
think  I'd  better  get  a  little  closer, 
— I  can  barely  reach  you.  There! 
My,  you  certainly  have  a  fine — 
what's  that?  Oh,  come  now,  it's 
all  a  part  of  the  game.  What?  Oh, 
you  can  fix  your  hair  later, — no 
one  is  here  to  mind.  Boy,  what  a 
beautiful — .  Please,  don't  jump 
so;  you  needn't  be  afraid.  Ho,  I 
got  a  little  liprouge  that  time. 
You  know,  you  have  a  beautiful 
set  of  teeth,  but  this  one  will  have 
to  come  out."      —Bo-cd  Walk. 

Young  girl  (peering  out  of  her 
berth  on  a  sleeper  spying  an  el- 
derly gentleman):  "Sir,  have  you 
the  time?" 

Old  gentleman:  No,  madam, 
nor  the  inclination." 

— Cavalier. 
^* 

She  was  only  a  tobacco-grower's 
daughter,  but  O  what  a  Chester- 
field! —Rice  Owl. 


^'Alivays  worth  stopping  for" 


BEH^H-IVUT  Glini 


7^  c^lfe^encc 


SEE  THE  BEECH-NUT  CIRCUS 
Biggest  Little  Show  on  Earth! 

A  meL-hanical  marvel,  3  rings  ot  performers, 
clowns,  animals,  music  'n'  everything!  Now 
touring  the  country.  Don't  miss  it. 
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GABRIEL'S  GEMINI 

By 

Piiiil   ,S/)/r,i;(7 

A  terrific  torrid  trumpet  is 
somcthini;  hii^hly  prized  by  most 
bands.  And  ever  since  the  incep- 
tion of  jazz,  the  cornet  has  been 
an  honored  instrument.  I.ouis 
Armstrong  brought  the  brass  into 
fame  by  raising  it  from  an  army 
getter- uppei-  to  a  horn  capable  of 
going  into  high  and  sending  all 
listeners.  Bix  Biederbeckes  is  cred- 
ited with  being  the  greatest  trum- 
pet man  of  tlie  white  race,  but  it 
has  been  left  for  the  colored  race 
to  show  us  how  to  blow  in  there 
and  make  to  go  down  and 
around.  Roy  Eltridge  didn't  know 
about     this    ^\■hen     his     brother,    a 


ragtime  band  leader,  bought  a 
horn.  In  fact,  Roy  was  not  even 
interested,  at  first.  Finally  the 
rhythm  in  him  incited  him  to 
learn  to  play.  He  did  this  with  no 
instruction,  playing  entirely  by 
ear.  For  his  efforts  in  concentra- 
tion on  such  extra-curricular  ac- 
tivity as  trumpet  playing,  Roy 
unceremoniously  was  expelled 
from  school.  From  that  time  on, 
it  was  the  hard  grinding  work  of 
carnival  playing,  one  night  stands, 
and  other  bugaboos  of  musicians 
who  have  dex-eloped  the  habit  of 
eating  three  meals  a  day.  All  of 
this  went  on  back  in  1927.  The 
following  year  Roy  became  a 
member  of  Fletcher  Henderson's 
crew.  He  left  this  band  only  to 
return  in  1934  and  to  star  with  it 
until  the  past  year  when  he  start- 
ed out  with  his  own  outfit.  He 
now  appears  nightly  at  the  Three 
Deuces,  a  State  Street  Swing  Spa, 
where  his  band  is  life  blood  to  the 
local  "cats."  "Cats,"  incidentally, 
are  "them  peoples  which  like  to 
swing  with  a  capital  jam."  Zutt)' 
is  the  featured  drummer,  and  very 
worth  while  listening  to  is  sax 
man  "Scoops"  who  goes  into  a 
trance  and  gives  out  with  inspired 
solos  which  will  send  shivers  into 
your  timbers. 

Recording  with  Roy  Eltridge, 
and  also  appearing  at  the  Deuces 
is  Gladys  Palmer,  who  started 
playing  piano  and  singing  at  six 
years  of  age.  She  started  with  a 
piece  called  "Coon  Shine  Baby," 
and  almost  before  she  owned  her 
first  doll,  she  had  worked  out  a 
hot  arrangement  of  Strauss'  Blue 
Danube.  Recommended  is  her 
version  of  "Trees,"  which  cjuixers 
like  an  aspen  tree,  but  has  no 
bark. 

Roy  Eltridge  can  be  heard  on 
Vocalion  records  in:  "Florida 
Stomp,"    coupled     with    "Wabash 


Stomp."  Also,  with  Mildred  Bailey 
on  the  vocals,  "Where  Are  You?" 
and  "You're  Laughing  at  Me." 
Gladys  Palmer  made  a  platter 
(not  very  new)  for  Decca  of 
"Trees"  and  "Living  in  a  Great 
Big  Way." 

-"* 

The  Record  business  being  def- 
initely on  the  up  grade,  several 
companies  are  introducing  new 
records.  On  the  new  brand,  "Mas- 
ter," hear  Duke  Ellington  on 
"Eve  Got  to  be  a  Rug  Cutter." 
plus  "The  New  East  St.  Louis 
Toodle-o."  Duke  also  swings  out 
on  a  piano  solo  recording  of  his 
own  compositions  including 
"Mood  Indigo,"  "Solitude,"  "So- 
phisticated Lady,"  and  "In  a  Sen- 
timental Mood."  Also  on  "Master" 
is  the  smooth  Hudson-De  Lange 
band  on  "Maids  Night  Off,"  and 
"Sophisticated  Swing." 

The  other  new  brand  of  records 
is  called  "Variety,"  which  may  or 
may  not  indicate  that  they  are  the 
spice  of  life.  They  have,  however, 
recorded  Cab  Calloway,  Red 
Nichols,   and   Benny   Pollack. 

The  more  established  firms 
come  through  this  month  with  a 
fair  selection  of  discs.  Brunswick 
comes  victoriously  through  with 
Artie  Shaw  on  "Moonlight  and 
Shadows,"  from  "Jungle  Princess" 
coupled  with  "No  More  Tears." 
The  jungle  piece  is  plenty  good.  So 
is  Roy  Eltridge  and  Gladys  Palmer 
on  "After  You've  Gone,"  and 
"Where  the  Lazv  Ri\er  Flows 
By."  From  the  picture  "Ready, 
Willing  and  Able,"  Teddy  Wil- 
son with  Billie  Holiday  on  vocal, 
pick  the  number  "Sentimental  and 
Melancholy."  "That's  the  Mood 
I'm  In"  fills  the  other  side.  Victor 
goes  classical  and  presents  a  Euro- 
pean made  recording  by  Jack 
Hylton  of  the  famous  Ravel's 
"Bolero."    "Vienna,    City    of    My 
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Dreams"  makes  the  not  too  out- 
standing coupling.  The  King  of 
Swing,  Goodman,  comes  through 
with  a  flashy  arrangement  of 
"Chlo-e"  with  a  quartet  number, 
"Ida,  Sweet  as  Apple  Cider,"  on 
the  reverse.  For  Bluebird,  Dolly 
Dawn  thrills  us  boys  with  "The 
Meanest  Thing  You  Did  Was 
Kiss  Me,"  and  also  "How  Could 
You,"  on  the  same  disc.  Wow! 

From  the  new  picture,  "Top  of 
the  Town,"  Decca  puts  Henry 
King  on  "Blame  it  on  the  Rhum- 
ba,"  coupled  with  the  title  song. 
Bing  Crosby  warbles  "Sweet  Is 
the  Word  for  You,"  from  his 
"Waikiki  Wedding,"  plus  a  tune 
titled  "I  Have  So  Little  to  Give 
You."  The  latter  piece  is  an  ob- 
vious lie,  as  you  will  discover 
when  you  hear  Bing. 

Outlook  for  spring  is  promis- 
ing, with  Rhumbas  and  Tangoes 
ever  gathering  popularity.  Try 
Anatol  and  his  Cubans  on  Bruns- 
wick, or  Carlos  Molina  on  Decca. 
Music  from  the  forthcoming 
"Shall  We  Dance"  with  Fred 
Astaire  and  "Top  of  the  Town" 
music  is  Hit  Parade  material. 
Pinky  Tomlin  gives  his  all  to  the 
number  he  wrote  called  "The 
Love  Bug,"  and  it  should  do  well. 
Tommy  Dorsey,  and  Mai  Hallet 
are  two  coming  bands  to  be  noted. 
What  really  has  me  worried  is 
whether  it  will  be  too  hot  this 
summer  to  swing.  Now  if  they 
could  incorporate  swing  with  a 
fan  dance.  .  .  . 

"She's  like  a  lovely  vision, — " 
"Yeh,   a   spook." 
" — a   vision    of    beauty — " 
"Not   a   ghost   of  a   chance." 
" — Untouched,   unpainted, — " 
"Just   a   shadow  of  her   former 
self." 

—Bored  Walk. 


NONSPI  OFFERS  YOU  THESE  FOUR 
ESSENTIALS  OF  PERFECT  PROTECTION 
AGAINST  UNDER-ARM  MOISTORE. 

1.  Nonspi  has  been  pro~ 
nouTicrd  entirely  safe  by 
highest  medical  authority. 

2.  Nonspi  viav  he  used  lull 
stTcngth  by  women  whose 
delicate  skin  forces  thom 
to  Use  deodorants  half- 
strength,  with  only  half- 
way results. 

O.  Nonspi  protection  lasts 
from  two  to  five  days.. .and 
you  can  depend  on  it. 

A.Nonspi's  siphon-top  bot- 
tle prevents  contamination. 
And  there's  no  dripping  or 
waste  wirh  fhi.s  patented 
Non.'^pi  applicator. 


"Ves,  your  skin  is  sensitive,  too,  especially  under  the 
arms.  Be  sjfe.  Use  non-irritating  Nonspi  as  the 
dependable  anti-perspirant  and  deodorant.  One 
apphcation  protects  you  from  two  to  five  days.  No 
undcr-arm  moisture  to  ruin  fine  fabrics.  At  drug  and 
department  stores  everjTvhcre.  35^  and  60<'.  Slightly 
more  in  Canada.  Try  it  — today. 


INIOIMSPI 


Pronounced  "Non-spy".  ..  Means  "The   Safe   Deodorant" 


His  heart  pounded  and  his 
breath  came  in  short  gasps — he 
thought  he'd  never  get  his  second 
wind — that  was  his  problem  if  he 
was  to  come  through — it  seemed 
as  though  the  drumming  of  his 
ears  would  never  cease — he  felt 
the  blood  rushing  to  his  head  and 
his  heart  pumped  faster  than  ever 
before — even  his  arms  were  numb 
— still  his  breath  came  in  shorter 
and  shorter  pants — his  lips  were 
dry  and  his  throat  felt  as  parched 
as  the  driest  desert — he  thought 
he'd  die — the  thought  kept  recur- 
ring to  him — at  last  he  saw  the 
end — the  cornet  solo  was  finished. 
—Mis-A-Sip. 


The  climax  was  nearing.  I  knew 
what  was  coming  but  I  did  not 
have  the  power  to  stop  him.  I 
was  putty  in  his  hands.  Should 
I  accede  to  his  desires?  I  listened 
to  his  passionate  appeal  and  I  felt 
weak.  I  was  but  a  woman;  alone 
and  with  no  one  to  keep  me  com- 
pany. What  should  I  say,  what 
should  I  say?  I  tried  to  get  a  grip 
on  myself.  How  could  I  say  no  to 
him — the  poor,  sweet  boy?  Sup- 
pose I  did  do  as  he  wished — who 
would  know?  Harry  was  away. 
Nevertheless  I  felt  weak.  .  .  . 

"Alright,  boy,"  I  whispered. 
"I'll  subscribe  for  one  year." 

— Exchange. 
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Hon  fo  Be  Cbiiriuing  in  One 
Easy  Lesson  .   .   . 
(a)  Be  Beautiful 

1.  The  large  mouth  is  a  sign  of 
generosity  and  individuality.  So 
look  to  \our  mouth,  m)'  lady.  If 
it  is  on  the  puny  side,  rub  it  out 
and  draw  a  new  one  of  generous 
proportions,  far  over  toward  the 
ears  and  well  down  on  the  chin. 
It  will  lend  enchantment. 

2.  Don't  try  to  make  over  your 
figure.  It  can't  be  done  without  a 
major  operation.  Besides,  think  of 
how  uninteresting  the  landscape 
would  be  if  all  the  passers-by 
tended  toward  the  normal.  Em- 
phasize your  own  proportions. 
That  is,  if  you  are  what  we  tact- 
fully call  "pleasantly  plump," 
wear    startling    prints    and    colors 


that  jump  to  the  eye  (yellows  and 
reds  are  preferable)  and  if  you 
are  the  willowy  type  wear  a  long 
black  gown  and  sway  in  the 
breeze  like  a  young  sapling. 

3.  You  can  tell  a  lady  by  her 
walk,  so  don't  give  yourself  away. 
Six  inches  is  the  maximum  stride 
that  is  allowed  this  season,  even  if 
you  land  in  a  mud  puddle.  So  get 
your  tape  measure  out  and  prac- 
tice daily, 
(b)    Those  little  mannerisms 

1.  Learn  to  accept  your  escort's 
compliments  gracefully.  When  he 
actually  says  he  likes  your  dress, 
don't  gape  at  him  in  amazement. 
First  blush  a  delicate  pink,  flutter 
the  eyelids  three  times  in  rapid 
succession,  drop  him  a  slight  curt- 
sey  and   murmur  softly,   "Thanks 


horribly." 

2.  The  days  of  squeamishness 
are  over.  If  you  see  a  mouse,  don't 
grab  him  (the  man)  around  the 
neck  and  scream  at  the  top  of 
your  tonsils.  That's  far  too  obvi- 
ous. Instead,  muster  up  a  ^ood 
pallor  and  fall  limply  to  the  floor 
being  careful  not  to  make  a  heavy 
thud. 

3.  When  you  are  neglected, 
don't  call  him  a  so-and-so.  A  tear 
or  two  will  be  more  effective,  and 
if  you  find  it  necessary  to  scratch 
his  eyes  out,  do  it  gently  and  with 
dignity.  — Old  Maid. 

J* 

The  trouble  with  a  girl  who  has 
a  nice  carriage  is  that  the  boys 
want  to  see  what  makes  the  wheels 
go  round.  — Brigiidicv. 


"Now  d'you  want  to  see  a  neat  Combination?" — Cornell  Widow. 
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Dear  Betty: 

I'm  nearly  frantic  and  I  know 
I  shall  die.  You  won't  let  me  talk 
to  you  so  I'm  taking  this  way. 

I  don't  blame  you  for  being 
mad  and  I  can't  stand  it. 

I'm  sorry  for  swinging  on  the 
chandelier  at  the  Prom,  but  you 
were  the  one  that  wanted  some- 
thing to  drink.  Then  you  dared 
me  to  do  it.  I  deeply  regret  drop- 
ping the  cold  spoon  down  Alice's 
back,  but  you  said  before  that  you 
bet  she'd  really  wiggle.  As  for 
the  tit-tat-toe  on  the  chaperone's 
shirt  front, — well,  you  said  he'd 
look  funny  bearing  a  cross.  I 
can't  stand  it. 

Now  you're  mad  because  I  put 
a  small-pox  sign  on  the  O.G. 
house,  but  you  don't  remember 
when  you  stood  on  the  sun-dial 
and  imitated,  Chastity,  Purity, 
and  Napoleon. 

Gad,  you  were  drunk! 
I  can't  breathe, 

Tommy. 
—Bored   Walk. 

EXCUSE  MY  CUTTING,  BUT 

you  remind  me  of  a  girl  I  knew 
in  eighth  grade  and  I  was  just 
wondering  if  .  .   . 

your  slip  is  showing  and  I  just 
wanted  to  be  the  first  to  tell  you. 

Aunt  Zetti  said  to  be  sure  to 
dance  with  you  at  least  once 
and   .   .   . 

the  guy  you  were  just  dancing 
with    is   my   room-mate   and   .   .   . 

I  just  had  to  because  a  guy  told 
me  that  if  .   .   . 

you  looked  kind  of  tired  and  I 
thought  you  had  better  sit  this 
one  out  to — ah — rest  up  a  bit  so 
just  let's  .   .   . 

I'm  so  sick  of  dancing  with  that 
gloop  over  there — OUCH!  I 
didn't  realize  she  was  your  sister 
but  .   .  . 


I  shust  (hie)  hafta  lean  on 
shomthing,  shee? 

we'd  better  get  out  of  here 
quick  because  J.  F.  M.  Ottlebottle 
was  looking  at  you  with  his  "here 
I  come"  look,  and  if  J.  F.  ever 
.   .   .   lii-ya,  J. 

— Tiger. 

Coquettish  Co-ed — How  do 
you  like  my  new  hat? 

Cadet  (absently) — Fine!  But 
you  have  a  run  in  one. 

— Skipper. 
-J* 

Four  years  ago  I  was  a  social 
outcast.  I  was  hardlv  ever  invited 
to  attend  any  sort  of  function, 
and  when  I  was  invited,  I  was  left 
sitting  on  the  side — a   wallflower. 

One  day  while  riding  home,  af- 
ter an  unsuccessful  attempt  to 
find  a  job,  I  was  attracted  to  an 
advertisement.  Two  bold  letters 
stood  out  and  I  began  to  wonder 
if  I  could  be  an  unconscious  of- 
fender. I  immediately  went  into 
a  drug  store  and  bought  a  dozen 
cakes  of  that  particular  soap. 

Four  years  have  passed  since 
that  day.  I  have  washed  contin- 
ually with  that  soap,  and  I  still 
haven't  any  job,  I  can't  play 
bridge,  I'm  not  invited  to  any 
parties,  and  I  haven't  married  a 
beautiful  girl.  I  guess  I  stink! 
— Medley. 

Driver  of  the  car  (unfamiliar 
with  the  road) — "I  take  the  next 
turn,  don't  I?" 

Muffled  male  voice  in  the  back 
seat — "Like  hell  you  do!" 

— Princeton  Tiger. 

"Where  did  you  learn  to  kiss 
like  that"  she  demanded.  "You 
never  learned  that  from  me!  But 
.    .    .   it's   all   right,   I   guess." 

—Ski-U-Miib. 


Are  you  a  victim  of  circum- 
stench? 

Then  use  our  helio-tripe  or  lilly 
of  the  alley  perfumes. 

We  have  the  six  best  smellers. 
(That's  quite  a  phew!) 

\('hat  a  whale  of  a  difference  a 
few  scents  make. 

Be  a  smellebrity. 

Don't  let  your  sex  appeal  be 
vulgar.  Appeal  to  the  boy  friend 
through  his  nose! 

—C.R.D.A.  NeiL's. 

AT    THE   BAR 

Two  customers,  who  have  had 
more  than  enough  to  drink,  stand 
leaning  heavily  against  it,  lo-jt  in 
owlish  reflections  upon  nothing 
that  matters  much.  Bye  and  bye 
one  of  them  happens  ro  notic;  th: 
other   and   gravely   nods  his   head. 

"H-h-h'lo  there." 

"H'lo  y'rself." 

A  period  of  muggy  silence  en- 
sues, during  which  they  disregard 
each  other  completely.  Suddenly 
one  turns  bleary  eyes  upon  the 
other  and  says  confidentially,  al- 
though with  considerable  diffi- 
culty of  articulation: 

"Sh-shay!  Y'know  what?  Wh- 
when  I  wuz  born,  I  only  weighed 
hio  pounds!" 

"Well,  whadda  y'think  o'th- 
that!    Didja  lire?" 

"Yeah.  You  bet  I  did.  Wh- 
why,  y'oughta  see  me  now!" 

—C.R.D.A.  News. 

Instruments  placed  under  the 
clothes  of  men  and  women  reveal 
that  the  humidity  next  to  a  wo- 
man's skin  is  one-fourth  less  than 
next  to  a  mans',  while  the  tem- 
perature is  as  much  as  10  degrees 
colder.  Maybe  this  accounts  for  it. 
— Touchstone. 


PAGE     26 

MACHINE  AGE 

Gaily  young  Lochinvar  came  from 
the  west 
In   tm-plated   trousers  and   bul- 
let-proof vest. 
His  steed  was  a  motor-bike,  shiny 
and  trim, 
Ever     faithful     (he     treated     it 
krndl)' )    to   him. 
He   stopped   at    the    inn-yard    and 
called   to  the  host. 
Who,      quite      incidently,      was 
dumber   than   most. 
"Some    gas    for    my    charger,"    lie 
shouted   with   glee, 
"Some    gas    for    my    charger,    a 
side-car   for  me." 
The    host    was    surprised    at    our 
hero's  command. 
(He  didn't   hear  rightly,  you'll 
scon    understand.) 
But    he    trundled    the    b'ke    to    a 
near-by  garage — 
Such  steeds  he  often  was  v/ont 
there  to  lodge. 
Young  Loch'nvar  m^anwhi'c  T--"nt 
to  his  room. 
Turned  off  the  lights,  fell  asleep 
in  the  gloom. 
Came  a  knock  at  the  door — "Your 
dnnk,"  someone  said. 
"Okey,"  cried  Lochy,  "I'll  have 
it   in   bed." 
He    picked    up    the    glass    and    its 
contents   went   down. 
Upon    his    fair    brow    there    ap- 
peared a   bo'd   frown. 
"This    is    certainly    raw,    it's    been 
blended  and  cut. 
It's  the  kind  of  a  drink  I  would 
not  give  a  mutt." 
He  sat  up  in  bed  and  he  lighted  a 
fag 
But  he  went  ail  to  pieces  before 
the  first   drag. 

"Who'll   pay,"   the  garagemen    re- 
marked  to  his  t\'ke, 
"For     the     eNcelleiu     side-car     I 
put  on   his   bike?" 

—  ]()hii    Piiliucr. 


NOTHING   ON   —  OR   AN 
ESSAY  ON  NOTHING 

On  the  shores  of  Gitchie-gumee 
by     the    shining    blue    sea     water 
dwelt   a   young   Indian    lad   whose 
name    was — not    Mud.     And   each 
day  as  the  sun   tinted  the  eastern 
(or    was    it    western — I    can't    re- 
member, it  was  so  long  ago)   hori- 
zon   he    would    emerge    from    his 
wigwam    and    squat    cross-legged 
before  it  until  the  sun  completed 
Its  descending  arc   and   a   drop  of 
ink  spilled  on  the  sky,  spread,  and 
intensified     until     all     was     dark. 
Then    would    he    arisj    and    return 
within.     (For  all   I  know  the  sun 
does    not    rise    on    the    horizon    at 
all,   but  on    the   meridian — at   any 
rate    there    has    probably    been    a 
Senatorial   Investigation    upon    the 
matter  which  will  irrevocably  set- 
tle it.)     That,  however,  is  not  the 
point  of  the  story — in    fact   there 
>s   no   point   to   the   story,   but   we 
haven't    discovered    that    yet    and 
will     therefore     leave     it     fill     the 
climax. 

A  careful  observer,  or  for  that 
matter  even  a  ca'rual  observer, 
would  note  that  he  had  nothing 
on.  Not  only  that,  but  also  it 
would  have  become  evident  that 
he  had  nothing  on.  From  the 
ft)rmer  we  deduce  that  he  was  a 
nudist.  This  in  itself,  however,  is 
of  no  intei'est  because  in  the  first 
place  there  arc  no  illustrations — 
for  damn  good  reasons — and  in 
the  second  place  he  was  a  male 
and  the  majority  who  read  this 
will  be  males  since  the  fairer  sex 
know  all  the  jokes  and  won't  be 
interested  by  the  title. 

But  from  the  second  and  more 
consequential  of  the  two  observa- 
tions one  mi-ht  at  first  assume 
that  he  was  either  a  capitalist  or  a 
sit-down  striker.  He  was  neither. 
In  fact,  he  was  just  an  average 
American   Indian;   I.Q. — 79.53,  or 
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have  I  mentioned  him  before?  He 
had  nothing  on  because  he  liked 
having  nothing  on.  He  spent  all 
his  life  having  nothing  on.  Noth- 
mg  on  for  nothing  on's  sake.  (Not 
analogous  to  the  famous  words  of 
the  woman  who  existed  for  her 
lover's  sake:  "I  art  for  Art's 
sake.")  On  the  other  hand  the 
capitalist  and  sitter-downer  have 
nothing  on  merely  to  keep  from 
having  anything  on;  a  negative 
connotation.  Of  the  two  the  lat- 
ter is  the  lesser  virtue. 

But  by  this  time  you  will  have 
discovered   that   the   author  has 
NOTHING  ON. 

— Havohl  Davidson. 
R.K.A.  House 

HOW  TO  READ  A  COLLEGE 
NEWSPAPER 

These  instructions  on  how  to 
decipher,  properly,  the  meanings 
intended  by  any  undergraduate 
newspaper,  are  the  fruits  of  two 
years  of  intensive  effort.  To  be 
effective,  they  must  be  adhered  to 
studiously,  or  else  .   .   .    ! 

1.  Pay  absolutely  no  attention 
to  the  headlines;  they  have  noth- 
ing to  do  with  the  stories,  and  are 
only  the  random  thoughts  of  the 
men  on  issue.  Just  disregard  them. 

2.  If  you  want  a  bit  of  real, 
t'mely  news,  which  is  no  more 
than  two  days  old,  look  on  the 
last  page,  lower  left  hand  corner. 
It  will  be  concealed  in  some  in- 
significant bit  of  advertising  copy, 
but  don't  let  that  fool  you. 

3.  Every  news  stor-\'  is  to  be 
read  by  beginning  at  the  third 
line;  that  is  really  the  first  line. 
Then  go  back  to  the  top  line;  tha~ 
is  the  second  line;  under  that  \-ou 
^^''ll  find  the  third  line.  Using 
this  sytem,  read  all  the  w.n-  down 
the  co'umn,  if  ^'ou  can. 

4.  Graciouslv    and    calmh'    i;^- 
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nore  all  peculiar  words,  relegating 
them  to  linotyper's  ingenuity,  and 
proofreader's   hangover. 

5.  Kindly  allow  for  the  fact 
that  all  sports  stories  are  at  least 
five  days  old,  and  sixty-five  per 
cent  erroneous.  If  you  must  read 
these  columns,  just  take  in  the  op- 
ening paragraph;  the  remainder 
of  the  story  is  only  elaboration, 
mere  paraphrasing  in  novel  fash- 
ion. 

6.  All  names  are  invariably 
misspelled  as  a  matter  of  routine 
business,  especially  if  it  is  your 
own.  Even  the  editor's  name  is 
distorted  into  some  unrecogniz- 
able monstrosity.  What  chance 
has  yours? 

7.  If  a  story  you  are  reading 
ends  abruptly  at  the  bottom  of 
the  page  forget  it.  That's  the  end 
of  that  news  tidbit! 

8.  Never  rely  on  the  date  given 
at  the  top  of  the  page.  It's  wrong! 

— Medley. 

The  dark-skinned  cannibals  sat 
in  a  circle.  The  Boss  was  perched 
on  a  nail-keg,  listening  as  the 
Chief  Messenger  read  a  letter  from 
the  Missionary  Society  —  " — and 
w^e  are  wondering  where  the  last 
two  missionaries  have  gone;  how- 
ever, we  are  sending  a  new  man 
whose  spirit  and  flesh  are  strong." 
—Bored  Walk. 
•jt 

FISH 

About  this  time  of  the  year,  it 
is  quite  customary  for  those  low- 
life  known  as  pledges,  rhines, 
frosh  or  any  name  that  seems  fit, 
to  be  inducted  into  the  mysteries 
of  the  Order  and  be  made  bro- 
thers in  the  bond.  The  lads  have 
sweated  many  moons  in  order  that 
they  might  walk  up  with  the  air 
of  a  veteran  and  impart  the  secret 
grips,  signals  or  what  not  to  the 


older  brethren.  Their  posterior  ' 
still  wears  the  scars  of  Hell  week 
which  has  been  abolished  every 
year  for  the  last  fifteen.  They 
have  waxed  floors,  washed  win- 
dows, cleaned  rooms  and  carried 
matches  for  the  actives  all  for  the 
sake  of  obtaining  the  lodge  badge. 
No  matter  how  happy  the  initiate 
is  over  his  new  toy,  the  cuties  in 
the  sorority  houses  are  twice  as 
happy.  Initiation  denotes  the 
time  for  the  co-eds  to  play  that 
cagey  game  called  I-can-get-more- 
pins-before-June  than  you  can. 
This  little  pastime  prevents  col- 
lege life  from  becoming  a  hum- 
drum for  the  poor  dears  who  get 
SO  bored  with  education  because 
it  isn't  the  books  it's  REALLY 
the  contacts  you  make,  especialh' 
if  you  can  emerge  with  a  pin.  The 
a\'erage  co-ed  sincerely  believes 
that  her  college  career  is  a  dismal 
failure  unless  she  has  fished  at 
least  a  dozen  gents.  Although 
there  are  numerous  reasons  whv 
the  gals  want  the  hardware,  sev- 
eral naturally  stand  out  in  front: 

1.  They  think  that  it  makes 
them  big  stuff  with  the  sisters. 

2.  They  want  to  hit  all  the 
shindigs. 

3.  The  pin  can  be  turned  into 
cash  at  any  hock  shop. 

4.  They  get  hungry  on  Sunday 
nights. 

—Bond  Walk. 
,-t 

He:  Why  wait  till  we  get  home 
to  tell  me  whether  you'll  marry 
me  or  not? 

She:  I'm  scared;  this  is  the  very 
spot  where  my  father  proposed  to 
mother. 

He:  What  about  it? 

She:  Well,  on  the  way  home, 
the  horse  ran  away  and  father 
was  killed. 

—Kitfy-KaL 


MAN'S  PIPE 
BITESlSbG/ 


. . .  then  he  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


THAT'S  news,  all  riglit  —  and  a 
dirty  trick  on  EiJo!  Pipes  need  a 
good  Spruig;  cleannig'  now  and  then 
to  cure  tlieir  tite.  And  lor  your 
t'lroat  s  sake  —  it  not  for  FiJo — try 
switching'  from  your  old  not-and- 
lieavv  brand  of  pipe  tohacco  to  mild 
SirWalter  Raleigh.  It  ts  milder.  That  s 
no  idle  toast — it's  a  cool-burning, 
fragrant-smelling,  Kentucky  Burley 
fr/if/  i5f<  for  two  full  ounces  buys 
vou  and  FiJo  a  million  dollars'  worth 
of   fine,    fuU-flayored    smoke   aroma! 


SmokjngTobacco 

PtPEANoCIGARETTES 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a  rrccnt 
survi'V  Ijy  ^L'lf-Holp  Bureaus  of  23  rrproscntativc 
u:i:vcrsit!es,  students  rated  St  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  CG  competingpipe  tobaccos 
at  a  inajoriiij  of  these  colleges. 
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AUNT  POLLY 

(C(>iit'nin:d  fyoni  page  10) 

While  on  the  subject  o£  Macs, 
we  wish  to  congratulate  Ralph 
Mack  and  Marion  Burnett  on 
their  engagement.  They  did  the 
deed  at  a  tea  dance  at  the  Drake. 
Incident!)',  it  was  a  TEA  dance, 
much  to  the  disappointment  of  a 
few  topers.  Ralph  presented  his 
bride-to-be  with  a  diamond  of 
such  magnitude  that  several  Hol- 
lywood directtjts  are  dickering 
"R^ith  Marion  in  an  effort  to  rent 
the  rock  tor  use  as  a  reflector. 
Hal  Carlson,  also  of  the  Beta's, 
is  closeh'  affiliated  with  sister  Jean 
Burnett,  also  of  the  Tri-Delts. 
The  head  of  the  Burnett  family 
is  reputedly  a  gent  of  position  and 
wealth,  and  both  lads  are  set  to 
go  to  work  in  the  firm  after 
graduation,  much  to  the  env}-  of 
some  of  the  more  materially 
minded  boys. 

We  have  for  many  years  tried 
to  solve  the  enigma  of  Marty 
Schueler.  Don't  let  her  nickname 
of  Portland  fool  you.  She  has  been 
leadmg  a  double  life.  No  one 
could  possibly  live  to  college  age 
and  be  so  uninformed.  Just  men- 
tion to  her  the  names  of  Patton 
and  Kirkman  and  see  whether  or 
not  she  becomes  ruffled.  She  cer- 
tainly should. 

We  feel  it  our  duty  to  warn  all 
males  to  be  wary.  Watch  the  Del- 
ta Gamma's.  You  might  be  agree- 
abl\'  surprised  to  find  how  easiK' 
you  can  get  a  date  in  that  house, 
and  how  the  girl  clings  to  you  and 
laughs  at  all  your  jokes,  but  you 
will  soon  know  the  reason  whv. 
After  flattering  \ou  foi'  a  while, 
she  will  suddenK'  turn  and  put 
the  bee  on  )'ou  for  a  ticket  lo 
the  Delta  Gamma  Night  Club. 
Halt!   Who  goes  there? 

We     latelv     disco\ered     a     lose 


"quintangle"  which  makes  the 
old  triangle  appear  simple.  Affec- 
tions are  shooting  out  on  all  sorts 
of  tangents,  and  much  true  love 
is  unrequited.  The  whole  thing 
starts  with  John  Reynolds,  of  the 
Hinman  Friars.  He  leans  towards 
Bonnie  Donahue.  The  Theta 
queen  holds  a  soft  spot  in  her 
ticker  for  Bill  Mudge,  of  the  Phi 
Kaps.  Bill,  in  turn,  holds  Nancy 
Powell  of  the  Pi  Phi's  in  high  re- 
gard. Nancy,  however,  places 
her  heart  in  the  paws  of  Don 
Simpson,  of  the  Phi  Delt's.  We 
tracked  it  this  far  and  gave  up. 
Perhaps  it  starts  coming  back, 
we  don't  know. 

We  don't  think  that  Chet 
Johnson,  the  Sigma  Chi  pride, 
has  yet  recovered  from  the  blow 
he  received  at  the  hands  of  the 
Minnesota  beauty  queen.  Chet  es- 
corted her  to  the  Charity  Ball, 
tossed  m  a  n  y  coins  recklessly 
about,  and  waxed  quite  amorous. 
Reciprocity  was  in  order  that  eve- 
ning, and  Chet  was  immensely 
pleased.  When  the  girl  left  for 
the  Northland,  Chet  was  still 
treading  the  cumulus.  Chet  im- 
mediately sat  himself  down  and 
poured  his  soul  into  a  letter.  The 
letter  was  answered  by  one  of  the 
loudest  silences  ever  to  descend  on 
the  head  of  man.  Other  epistles 
availed  naught,  and  Chet  is  be- 
gmnmg  to  doubt  what  people 
have  been  telling  him  about  a 
rolling  stone. 

By  a  bit  of  \erbal  metamorpho- 
sis we  wish  to  change  the  brick- 
bats into  bouquets  and  toss  a 
flock  of  them  to  everyone  con- 
nected with  the  \X'aa-Mu  pi'oduc- 
tion.  It  was  one  of  the  better  bits 
ot  entertainment.  There  were 
many  aspects  of  the  show  which 
could  proudly  stand  up  to  any- 
thing done  professionally.  I  would 
stack    it    up    against    an\-    college 


production  in  the  country  and 
place  all  my  potatoes  on  "Don't 
Look  Now."  Congratulations, 
all!  •■=* 

NEVER  KISS  A  GIRL— 

Unless  you're  bored,  in  love  or 
don't  have  anything  else  to  do. 

Unless  your  lungs  are  in  good 
working  order,  as  you  may  be  un- 
der a  long  time.  Practice  in  "being 
under"  may  be  obtained  by  hold- 
ing your  head  under  water  while 
swimming.  Wash  basins  may  also 
be  used.  Drinking  glasses  and 
finger  bowls  are  not  advised. 

Unless  you  have  removed  all 
ornamental  articles,  including 
monocles  and  spectacles.  It  mav 
be  a  warm  evening  and  glass  melts 
at  approximately  1,500  degrees. 

Unless  you  have  looked  at  her 
fee  card  to  make  sure  she  is  not 
Mae  West,  the  boss's  wife  or  some- 
thing. 

Unless  you  have  removed  all 
powder  and  lipstick  with  HER 
handkerchief.  There  may  be  a 
law  student  in  the  next  room. 

Unless  you  have  the  permission 
of  the  girl's  fourth  cousin  and 
great-grandmother.  People  have 
peculiar  minds  and  they  still  sell 
shotguns. 

Unless  you  can  come  out  ot  a 
clinch  in  a  hurry.  You  may  get 
a  charleyhorse. 

Unless  you  are  a  strong  man 
with  a  good  constitution.  She 
may  be  a  Theta. 

Unless  you  are  sure  she  won't 
mind  it.  Take  a  preliminary  peek 
at  the  phone  book  or  grand  piano 
just  to  see  how  she  likes  the  gen- 
eral idea,  and — 

Unless  she  kisses  you  first,  why 
get  in  there  and  pitch,  but  re- 
member— 

Unless  yt)u  don't  give  a  damn, 
fill  all  cracks  and  chinks  in  the 
logs  with  putty.  Sinister  Cyster 
mav  be  around.  — SiinJiiii 
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HOW    TO    GET    A    CHERRY 

OUT  OF  THE  BOTTOM 

OF  A  GLASS 

1.  Sinuously  push  your  spoon 
down  through  the  myriad  parti- 
cles of  ice  and  fruit  skins  toward 
the  cherry.  Having  reached  the 
bottom  of  the  glass,  give  afore- 
mentioned spoon  a  forward  shove, 
this  will  cause  much  of  the  ice  to 
jump  out  of  the  glass  on  to  the 
floor.  Disregard  that.  Next  have 
the  spoon  approach  the  cherry 
cautiously,  so  as  not  to  cause  the 
cherry's  suspicion.  Then  make  a 
sudden  lurch.  If  you  have  not 
the  cherry  by  this  time,  try  the 
following: 

2.  Drink  the  lemonade,  orange- 
ade, limeade,  coke,  or  whatever 
the  hell  is  in  the  glass.  Then  take 
each  piece  of  ice  out  of  the  glass, 
individually.  Next,  thrust  your 
two  longest  fingers  down  among 
the  fruit  peelings  and  work 
around  until  you  encuonter  the 
cherry.  After  you  have  squashed 
the  cherry  beyond  recognition, 
you  may  get  it  out.  If  not,  try 
the  following: 

3.  Eat  all  the  fruit-skins  in  the 
glass.  Then  turn  the  glass  upside 
down  with  the  mouth  touching 
your  lips.  Give  the  bottom  of  the 
glass  a  healthy  tap.  The  cherry 
will  probably  bounce  out  on  your 
nose  and  land  on  the  floor.  If  not, 
and  it  still  remains  in  the  glass, 
try  the  following: 

4.  Break  the  glass.  Somewhere 
among  the  shattered  pieces,  you 
will  find  the  cherry.  — Medley. 

A  story  has  just  come  to  our 
ears  of  a  feud  between  the  captain 
and  the  first  mate  that  raged  on 
one  of  the  better  boats  plying  its 
way  between  New  York  and  Ber- 
muda. On  one  moonlit  night  the 
first  mate  had  been  inspired  to 
throw    himself    into    the    general 


merry-making  to  the  extent  of 
becoming  roaringly  drunk.  Before 
turning  in  after  his  shift,  the  cap- 
tain then  self-righteously  added, 
"The  first  mate  was  drunk  to- 
night." The  next  day  when  the 
first  mate  made  the  usual  entries 
about  the  weather,  longitude,  lati- 
tude, etc.,  and  read  the  above,  he, 
in  turn,  made  his  addition,  "The 
captain  was  sober  today." 

— Record. 

A  Kentucky  hill-billy  used  to 
come  down  out  of  the  hills  into 
the  nearest  town  to  purchase  sup- 
plies for  the  winter  months.  He 
would  generally  enter  the  general 
store  to  have  the  store-owner  say: 

"Hello,  Zeke!  Anything  new 
up  in  the  hills?" 

"No-n-no,"  Zeke  would  an- 
swer, "Nothin'  new  'ceptin'  we 
got  another  baby." 

For  ten  years  always  the  same 
question  and  the  same  answer. 
The  eleventh  year  the  owner  said: 

"Well,  Zeke,  there's  no  use  in 
my  asking  what's  new  up  in  the 
hills.  You'll  probably  tell  me 
there's  nothing  new  excepting 
you've  got  another  baby." 

"Hell,  no,"  said  Zeke.  "Y'know 
we  found  out  what  makes  those 
things  happen."  — Medley. 

It  was  one  of  those  Monday 
mornings,  when  the  events  of  the 
previous  week-end  begin  to  take 
form  that  is  most  noticeable  by  a 
pounding  headache,  that  this 
Freshman  friend  of  ours  ordered 
an  egg  in  one  of  the  campus  din- 
eries.  On  her  way  to  the  table  the 
waitress  dropped  the  egg  and  in 
alarm  cried  out: 

"Oh,  what  shall  I  do?" 

"Cackle  like  hell,"  advised  our 
friend,  raising  up  from  his  semi- 
stupor.  "You'll  have  one  hell-uva 
time  doing  it  again."  — Snndia]. 


I  Say,  "SHOP  .^^.  CO-OP' 


for 


SPORTING  GOODS 


Tennis  Rackets  Restrung 

3  HOUR  SERVICE  3 

SPECIALS^ 

$5.00  GUT  JOB S3.75 

$2.50  SILK  JOB 1.50 

I  COMPLETE    GOLF    EgUIPMENT  | 

NORTHWESTERN 
STUDENT  CO-OP  ASS'NINC. 

IN  THE  ORRINGTON  HOTEL  BLDG. 
1726  ORRINGTON  AVE.       GRE.  260 
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FREE!! 

Coffee  & 
Doughnuts 

BY  PRESENTING  THIS 
ADVERTISEMENT 

CAMPUS 
COFFEE  SHOP 

1723  Sherman  Avenue 


LIVE  ALONE- 

(Coil tinned  from  page  16) 

pers  and  pipi.'.  No  one  is  there 
to  cook  you  a  delicious  meal,  and, 
even  if  she  can't  cook,  she  isn't 
there  anyway.  Life  is  hard  and  life 
is  earnest — but  don't  \uu  wish 
you  had  a  little  Ernestine  around? 

Docs  anybody  call  you  up  to 
come  over  to  a  gay  part)?  No, 
you're  supposed  to  live  alone  and 
like  it?  Get  the  idea?  Comfort 
yourself  with  the  thought  that 
you're  paying  all  your  expenses 
(instead  of  letting  a  girl  friend 
pay  them),  that  )'ou're  free,  in- 
dependent, that  )()u  li\e  more  ex- 
pensively as  one  than  as  two,  that 
your  digestion  is  being  ruined  b\' 
the  restaurant  meals — or  by  those 
you  cook  yourself.  It's  a  great  life 
— if  you  don't  weaken.  And  if 
you  weaken,  well,  you're  not  a 
Puritan  at  heart.  There's  still  hope 
for  you. 

There  probably  are  theories  to 
justify  lix'ing  alone;  ther-e  are  al- 
wa\'s  theories  to  iustit\-  .mxthirv; 
we  humans  do.  Ratioriali/ation  is 
part  ot  oiu-  makeup.  But  when  it 
comes  to  makeup,  give  me  some- 
one  who   uses    Kissproot. 

\'es,  I  know  the  M.iltluisian 
theor\-  and   I    know   the   Mciidelian 


law  too.  If  I  live  alone,  I  may 
further  the  Malthusian  theorv, 
but  I  won't  like  it;  if  I  further 
the  Mendelian  law,  I'll  like  it  and, 
instead  of  beginning  life  at  forty, 
I'll  be  a  grandfather  at   forty. 

Every  morning  approximately 
seven  thousand  freshmen  attempt 
to  get  fifty  thousand  active  bro- 
thers out  of  bed  in  order  to  get 
them  to  eight  o'clock  classes.  Here 
is  an  early  morning  schedule  of  a 
typical   fraternity  active: 

1:30  a.m. — Decides  to  go  to 
bed.  Orders  pledge  to  wake  him 
up  at  7:30.  Sets  alarm  for  7:00. 
Retires. 

6:4S  a.m. — NY'akes  up.  Re- 
members that  alarm  will  go  off 
at  7:00.  Changes  alarm  to  7:1'> 
r.nd  goes  back  to  sleep. 

7:\S  a.m. — Alarm  rings  and  is 
ignored. 

7:20  a.m. — Shuts  off  alarm  at 
angry  insistence  of  sleepy  active 
brothers.  Goes  back  to  sleep. 

7:3  0  a.m. — Is  awakened  by 
pledge.  Tries  to  make  pledge  be- 
lieve that  he  has  no  eight  o'clock 
class.    Hides  under  covers. 

7:40  a.m. — Is  again  awakened 
b\'  pledge  whom  he  tells  to  come 
back  at  7:4S. 

7:4^  a.m. — Is  shaken  by  nastv 
pledge.  Pretends  to  be  wide 
awake.  Finally  scares  off  pledge 
with  talk  of  paddles.  Sets  alarm 
at  7:W. 

7 -.SI  a.m. — Alarm  rings.  De- 
cides he  cannot  make  his  eight 
o'clock  class  and  sleeps  till  11:50. 
Gets  up  for  lunch  and  goes  to 
sleep  over  soup. 

This  system  results  in  wear  and 
tear  on  alarm  clocks,  pledges,  pad 
dies    and    grades.     The    following 
rules    are    designated    to    help    the 
pledge  rouse  his  active  brother: 

1.  Pour  cold  water  on  him. 
(Only  for  pledges  \x'ho  c.ui 
sprint.) 


2.  Drive     spikes     through    his 
mattress. 

3.  Rent  a  derrick. 

4.  Tell    him    his   girl   is   at  the 
Huddle  with  another  guy. 

5.  Keep  him   up  all  night. 

— Sundial. 

.St 

The  pupils  had  been  warned  not 

to  chew  gum  in  class.  The  teacher 

noted  Johnny  chewing  something. 

"Johnny,  are  you  chewing?" 

"No,   Ma'am,   I'm    just  soakine 

O 

a  prune  to  eat  during  recess." 
— The  Log. 

It  was  an  irate  Iowa  farmer 
of  the  old-fashioned  type  who  sat 
him  down,  pen  in  hand,  and 
wrote  an  indignant  letter  to  a 
concern  which  made  a  specialty  of 
selling  plumbing  supplies  to  rural 
patrons. 

"I  have  got  a  kick  to  make,"— 
thus    the    farmer    wrote.      'Tarlv 


last 


sprmg      your      agent     came 


through  this  district  taking  orders 
for  your  patent  porcelain  bathtub. 
Some  of  the  neighbors  give  him 
their  names  and  so  nothing  would 
do  but  that  m\'  wife  and  daugh- 
ter should  have  one  for  our  house 
and  they  kept  after  me  until  I 
give  your  man  my  name  too,  and 
told  him  to  send  me  one  of  his 
tubs." 

"Well,  that  was  in  the  early 
oart  of  April.  April  passed  and 
also  May  and  no  sign  of  that  tub. 
So  I  wrote  to  you  telling  you  to 
hurr)-  up  and  deliver  me  that 
there  tub.  Nothing  was  done  and 
so  June  went  b\'  and  July  and 
then   August." 

"And  now  here,  when  it's  in 
the  middle  of  September  and  the 
bathing  season  practically  over  for 
the  year,  you  people  are  trying  to 
make  me  take  that  dern  tub." 
— Bison. 
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"Mother,"  Dad  said,  "I'm  going 
to  find  out  what  Jackie  wants  to 
be  when  he  grows  up.    Watch." 

He  put  a  ten-dollar  bill  on  the 
table;  it  represented  the  banker. 
Next  to  it  he  placed  a  brand  new 
Bible,  representing  the  clergyman. 
And  beside  the  Bible,  he  placed  a 
bottle  of  whiskey,  representing 
the  bum. 

Mother  and  Dad  hid  where 
they  could  see  the  articles  on  the 
table.  Jackie,  whistling  happily, 
entered  the  room  and  spied  the  ar- 
rangement on  the  table.  He  looked 
around  to  see  that  he  was  alone. 
Satisfied,  he  picked  up  the  bill  and 
held  it  to  the  light,  and  replaced 
it.  He  fingered  the  pages  of  the 
new  Bible.  He  looked  around  once 
more.  Then,  he  quickly  uncorked 
the  bottle  and  smelled  the  con- 
tents. And,  in  a  motion,  he  stuffed 
the  bill  in  his  pocked,  lodged  the 
Bible  under  his  arm,  grabbed  the 
bottle  by  the  neck,  and  slid  out 
the  room,  still  whistling. 

"My  goodness.  Mother,"  Dad 
exclaimed,    "he's    going    to    be    a 


senator! 


—Puppet. 


.^t 


Junk  man:  "Any  old  beer  bo"- 
ties  you'd  like  to  sell,  lady?" 

Old  maid:  "Do  I  look  as  though 
I  drank  beer?" 

Junk   man:    "Any  vinegar  bot- 
tles you'd  like  to  sell?" 

— Yarictici. 


NORTHWESTERN 
GLOSSARY 

Sad  Apple — Some  one  you  ig- 
nore; member  of  another  frater- 
nity; someone  who  ignores  you;  a 
quiet  fellow;  someone  who  dates 
your  heartthrob;  a  loud  fellow;  a 
chiseler;  someone  who  gets  A's; 
an  obnoxious  souse;  someone  who 


gets  D's;  somebody  who  is  differ- 
ent from  you. 

Hot  Rock — All  the  frat  clubs 
bid  him;  nobody  knows  much 
about  him,  nor  can  pin  anything 
on  him;  a  richie;  a  brightie;  both. 
Usually  not  a  sadapple.  Wears  a 
black  hat  with  white  and  purple 
stripes  around  it. 

Brightie — one  who  goes  to 
classes,  gets  good  marks  by  leger- 
dermain. 

Grind  —  automatic  sad-apple, 
leads  hermit's  life,  sometimes  gets 
good  marks. 

Ric/j/e — Capitalist. 

S/jiift  (and  or  Barb) — Getting 
stood  up  the  night  before  the 
house  dance.    A  chem  II  test. 

Collect iie  interests  of  the  col- 
lege— Not  cutting  classes  before 
vacations;  not  cutting  classes;  ex- 
tremely unwise  actions. 

Gut — illusion;  technically  a 
course  in  which  one  gets  a  good 
mark  without  working;  a  mirage; 
English  13. 

— Touchstone. 

NAME  YOUR  OWN 

I  call  my  girl  Beet  Sugar,  be- 
cause she's  sweet  but  expensive  to 
cultivate. 

I  call  my  girl  Aeroplane,  be- 
cause she's  no  good  on  earth. 

I  call  my  girl  Catchup,  because 
she's   pure   but   artifically   colored. 

I  call  her  Marcel,  because  I'm 
not  sure  she's  permanent. 

I  called  her  Onion,  because 
she's  strong,  but  full  of  tears. 

I  call  her  Cinders,  because  she 
used  to  be  hot  stuff. 

I  call  her  Rumor,  because  she 
goes  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

I  call  her  Amazon,  because  she's 
wide  at  the  mouth. 

I  call  her  Lemons,  because  she 
makes  my  lips  pucker. 

—Widow. 


^ini 


inialures 


AND 

OIL  PAINTINGS 


A  creation  of  photo- 
graphic genuine 
color  work  .  .  .  our 
studio  that  has  al- 
ways maintained 
the  leadership  in 
guality  work  .  .  . 
will  ably  serve  you 
at  moderate  charge 
.  .  .  see  our  display 
of  the  SYLLABUS 
queens  in  original 
color. 


EUGENE L RAY 

Official  Photographer  for 
Northwestern  University 


1606  Chicago  Avenue 
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THE   PALMER   HOUSE 


PURPLE    PARROT 


Announces 

THE     FIRST     CHICAGO     APPEARANCE    OF 

Henry  King 

with   his    radio-famous    dance    orchestra 

formerly  of  fhe  Burns  and  Alien  program 

OPENING  FRIDAY,  APRIL  9th 

IN  THE   BEAUTIFUL 

EMPIRE  ROOM 

WITH   THE 

CORONATION  REVUE 


INCLUDING  . 


MARIO  AND  FLORIA 

RUSSEL    SWANN 
JOAQUIM   GARAY 
FOUR  ARISTOCRATS 
ABBOTT  DANCERS 


Oiicsfioniiiiirc  for  a  Who  is  he?                       Why  does 

Grcid Hilling  Senior  'i^-'  want  you  to  work? 

-,  Would  you  be  content  to  start 

iName        

as  Vice-President  of  any  responsi- 

Actual   Age                 Age   based   on  ,,     r              .,„  ^aa               ^ 

^  ble  hrm  at  >  10,000  a  year? 

Mentality                  Have    you    ever  j^^,    ^.^^    ^^-^^    y^,^    ^^^    ^^,^,,.^,^ 

been  gainfully  employed?  oyer  $10.00  a  week? 

Why  were  you  fired?    For  what? 

What     special     aptitudes    do    you  I^"   you   have   any  definite   am- 

have  besides  those  listed  below?  bition,  or  do  you  just  want  to  get 

Ability   to   hold    your   liquor.  married? 

,  ,  ...                       .  ,               I        .  Do    you    believe    that    two    can 
Ability  to  go  without  a   hat   in 

,,  ,  .     ,       r           ■  li\e  as  cheaply  as  one? 

all  kinds  or  weacher.  ' 

(If    the    answer    tt)    the    above 

Ability      to       rationalize       with  .    ,          ,,      ....         •  r     i 

question  is     Yes     will  the  girl  that 

yourself.  .       ,                                        ,"     .... 

IS  about  to  marry  you   be  willing 

Knack     ot     bluffine    your    way  ^            i  :ix 

■■^     •                  •  to  work?) 

ihrouLrh    an\thintr.  t-.               i    i-          •         -n   i 

'^                     '■^  iJo  you   believe  it  will   be  your 

Can  you  gi\e  the  names  of  any  duty  to  love  your  mother-in-law? 

persons     besides     your     folks     and  (If  answer  is  "Yes"  please  state 

creditors    who    desire    to    see    you  the  last  date  you  were  psychoan- 

gaintulh'  emplo\ed?  alyzed.) 


LET  US  TYPE 

YOUR  THESES  OR 
WHAT  HAVE  YOU? 

YOU  WRITE  THEM 

WE  TYPE  THEM 

That's  our  business 

Excellent   work   at   reasonable  rates 

EVANSTON 

LETTER  SERVICE 

1569    SHERMAN     AVE.,     UNIVERSITY     1888 
EVANSTON,    ILLINOIS 


Are  you  honest?  (In  answering 
give  a  full  account  of  the  various 
activities  you  participated  in  and 
the  amount  of  graft  you  received 
in  each.) 

Can  you  be  trusted?  ,  With 
how  much? 

In  the  space  given,  give  several 
trustworthy    character    references. 

Will  you  send  your  son  (if 
any)   to  college? 

Why  not? 

Don't  you  think  that  your  atti- 
tude is  a  little  unfair? 

— Caveman. 
■J« 

He — Gosh,  but  I'd  like  to  make 
your  dreams  come  true,  honey. 

The  Honey— Yes,  and  I'll  slap 
your  face  if  you  try  it! 

— State  Lion. 

The  only  reason  we  poor  folks 
can't  eat  breakfast  in  bed  like  the 
rich  folks  do,  is  that  we  can't  af- 
ford to  change  the  sheets  every 
day.  — ToiicLntonc. 

Si 

He  (admiringly):  "What  a 
wonderful  shape  to  your  new 
bustle,    my    dear." 

She:   "Sir,  I  have  no  bustle." 
— Al   Ackcrinaun. 
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SUITS  ^  TOPCOATS 
TUXEDOS  •  FULL  DRESS 

Sponsored  by  a  famous  estab' 
lishment  to  meet  the  highly  indi- 
vidual requirements  of  the 
modern  gentleman  .  interesting, 
correct,  durable,  captivating. 


$ 
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ALL  ONE  PRICE 
Featured  in  all  sizes  in  regulars,  shorts  and  longs 

19  East  Jackson  Boulevard,  Chicago 
New  Telephone  Number  Wabash  5200 

564  Fifth  Avenue   New  York 


Helen  Jepson 


"A  season  of  opera  and  concert 
means  my  voice  and  throat  must  be 
consistently  in  perfect  condition. 
Therefore,  although  most  of  my 
smoking  is  done  while  I  am  on  va- 
cation, it  is  all  important  to  me  that 
I  be  careful  in  choosing  my  ciga- 
rette. I  smoke  Luckies  because  I  en- 
joy their  taste  and,  because  I  feel 
it  is  wiser  for  me  to  choose  a  light 
smoke  for  my  voice." 


vilA\ 


,4G/oSovv 


LOVELY  PRIMA   DONNA  OF  THE  METROPOLITAN  OPERA 


.itTTij^i  i»j;,  7>j«  Ar-mnn  Totocro  Ccmirtny 


J  J' 


'Si^* 


The  Finest  Tobaccos—     -/ 
'The  Cream  of  the  Crop"^^^       '•■ 


Sf'a? 


//r^^ 


''o^^  . 


/Vn  independent  survey  was  made  recently  among  professional  men 
and  women  —  lawyers,  doctors,  scientists,  etc.  Of  those  who  said  they 
smoke  cigarettes,  over  87%  stated  they  personally  prefer  a  light  smoke. 
Miss  Jepson  verifies  the  wisdom  of  this  preference,  and  so  do  other 
leading  artists  of  the  radio,  stage,  screen  and  opera.  Their  voices  are 
their  fortunes.  That's  why  so  many  of  them  smoke  Luckies.  You,  too, 
can  have  the  throat  protection  of  Luckies— a  light  smoke,  free  of  certain 
harsh  irritants  removed  by  the  exclusive  process  "It's  Toasted".  Luckies 
are  gentle  on  the  throat. 


\ 


^^ 


"IT'S  TOASTED"-YouR  throatVrotection  *ro'r.?is;"c"s;sr 


